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ROBERT SOUTITEY. 



BY HEKKV T. TUCKERMAN. 



RoBBRT SOTTTHET was born at Bedminster, near 
Bristol, Aug. 12, 1774. AAeran excellent domes- 
tic and country-school education, iie was placed 
at TVestiniuster at the age of fouiteen ; and in 
1792 transferred to Baliol College, Oxfoi-d. For 
some years after completing his academic studies, 
he hesitated in the adoption of a pvofe^ion ; 
having ori^ally designed to enter the Church. 
Circumstances suhsequently induced him to accept 
a diplomatic secretaryship at Lisbon ; but a strong 
natural predilection for literature, decided politi- 
cal opinions, and, in early life, a romantic disposi- 
tion, gradually won him to the exclusive pursuit 
of authorship. His pure character, patient indus- 
trj-, and skill as a writer, soon won him distinction 
and pi-osperity. His poem of "Joan of Arc," 
written in 1793, first established his reputation. 
Three years after, he went Ui London to study law, 
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but sooa abandoned the vocation for the more con- 
genial one of letters ; and eventually settled at 
Keswick, in Cumberland, where, with the excep- 
tion of occasional visits to the metropolis, two or 
three excursions to the Continent and different 
parts of England, he continued to reside for the 
remainder of his life. 

Soutbey was twice married, — Nov. 14, 1795, 
to Edith Fi-icker, a sister of the wife of Cole- 
ridge, who died in 1887 ; and on the 5th of June, 
1839, to Caroline Bowles, the poetess. He was 
appointed Poet Laureate in 1813. He declined 
both a seat in Parliament and a baronetcy, Hia 
" Life and Correspondence," by his son, the Rev. 
Cuthbert Souibey, contains many interesting letters 
from his pen, illustrative of his career and opinions, 
which are connected by an ample and detailed nar- 
rative both of his private 'and literary career. 
The features of Soutbey have been adequately be- 
queathed by the pencil of Sir Thomas Lawrence 
and the chisel of Chantrey ; and his conscientious 
spirit and varied services as a writer, as well as his 
worth as a man, are fitly recorded in a sonnet; by 
Wordsworth, the fi-iend both of his early and hia 
mature years. The latter were clouded by a slow 
decay of cerebral vigor ; and on the 21st of March, 
1843, Robert Southey died, — leaving one of the 
most unsullied names on the roll of modem Eng- 
lish authors; aud works, that, by their number, 
utility, and originality, attest the conscientious de- 
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MEJIOIK. ^" 

votioa of bigh powers to worthy ends. The fol- 
lowing estimate of his character, life, and abilities, 
will snpersede a mpre miQute account of the man 
and the poet; for which the reader ia referred to 
the Memoir by his son, previously noticed.* 

Tlie character of Southey, as revealed in hia 
bbgraphy, is essentially that of a man of letters. 
Perhaps the annals of EiigUsh literature furnish 
no more complete example of the kind, in the moat 
absolute sense of the tei-m. His taste for books 
was of the most general description. He sought 
every species of knowledge, and appears to have 
been equally contented to write history, reviews, 
poems, and letters. Indeed, for more iban twenty 
yeir., Iii= hie at Keswick w as systematically divided 
between these foui dopaitments of wntmg 

No man, havnig any pretension to genius evei 
succeeded in leducing lilemtuie to so methodical 
and .ubtained a p>oces= It went on with the 
punctuality ind pioducti\eneas of a cotton-miU oi 
a nail-factoii , exacUy so much rhyming, collating, 
and pioof leading, and so much of chiomcle and 
eoriespondeoce, in the twenty four houi'. We see 
Eobert Southey, as he ptunts himself, seated at his 
desk, in an old black coat, long worsted pantaloons 
and gaiters in one, and a gi-een shade ; and we feel 
the truth of his own declaration, that this is his 
*What follows has been alrendy printed in "Essays, Bi- 
ographical and Critical," bj- Henry T. Tuokerman. 
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VUI KOBIiET SOUTHLY. 

history. Occasionally lie goes down lo the river- 
side beLind tlie house, and throws stones until his 
arms ache, plays with the cat, or takes a mountain- 
walk with ihe children. The event of his life is 
the publication of a book ; his most delightful liour, 
that in which lie sees the handsomely printed title- 
page that announces bis long-meditaled work ready 
at last to be usliered in elegant attire before the 
public ; his most pleasing excitement, to read con- 
gratulatory letters from admiring friends, or an 
appi'eciative critique in a fi'esh number of the 
" Quarterly." • 

Minor pastimes he finds in devising literary cas- 
tles in the air, projecting epics on suggestive and 
unused themes, giving here and (here a finishing 
touch to sentence or couplet, possessing himself of 
a serviceable but rare tome, transcribing a preface 
with all the conscious dignity of authorship, or a 
dedication with the complacent zeal of a gifted 
friend. Fi'om the triple yet harmonious and system- 
atic life of the country, the study, and the nureery, 
we see him at long intervals depart for a visit to 
London to confebulate with literary lions, greet old 
college-friends, make new baj^ains with publishers, 
and become a temporary diner-out; or he breaks 
away from domestic and literary employment, in his 
retreat among the hills, for a rapid Continental tour, 
during which not an incident, a natural fact, an 

" Coleridge once saiil, "! can't Ikink of Southey without 
seeing him eitli«r meading or usicg a pen." 
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lustori;:al reminiscence, a political conjectui-e, or a 
wayside plienomecon, is allowed to escape liim. 
Though wearied to the last degree, at nightfall he 
notes his experience with care, as material for 
future use ; and hurries back, witli presents for the 
children and a voluminous diary, to resume bis pen- 
craft, until the advent of summer visitors obliges 
him to exchange awhile the toils of authorship for 
the duties of hospitality. 

To these regularly succeeding occupations may 
be added the privileges of distinction, the acquisi- 
tion of new and interesting friends, of testimonies 
of respect from institutions and private admu'ers; 
and inevitable trials, — such as occasional assaults 
from the critics, or a birth or bereavement in the 
household. Sequestered and harmless we cannot 
but admit such a life to be ; and, when chosen from 
native iocUnation, as desirable for the individual as 
can be imagined, in a world where the vicissitude 
and care of active life are so apt to interfere with 
comfort and peace. At the age of thirty-two, when 
thus settled at Keswick, Seuthey gratefullj- esti- 
mated its worth in this point of view : " This is my 
life; which, if it be not a very men-y one, is yet as 
happy as heart could wish." 

Southey left a somewhat minute and very gi'aphie 
sketch of his childhood, parts of which are written 
in his happiest vein. Some of the anecdotes are 
significant, but more as iilustrations of character 
than of genius. He was bookish, moral and domestic, 
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X ROBKRT SOCTHEr. 

inquiriug and observant, but seems not to have 
exhibitfid any of that delight in the sense of won- 
der that kept the boy Schiller i-ockiug in a tree to 
watch tlie lightning, or the generous ardor that 
made Byron a schoolboy champion, or the oppres- 
sive sensibility that weighed down the spirit 'of 
young life in Alfieri'a breast. His autobiography, 
not less than his literary career, evinces the clever 
man of letters, rather than the surpassing man of 
genius. It is characteristic of this, that, between 
the ages of eight and twelve, he expressed the 
conviction, that " it was the easiest thing in ihB 
world to wi-ite a play." Such is the natural lan- 
guage of talent : that of genius would be, " It is 
the greatest thing in the world." 

The most effective portrait, in the part of his 
memoirs written by himself, is that of his Aunt 
Tyler. It b evidently drawn from the life, and 
would answer for a chai-acler ia the very best class 
of modern novels. As a revelation of himself, the 
most excellent traits are the disposition, spirit, and 
slate of feeling, displayed. Southey obviously pos- 
sessed sl«ady affections, self-respect, and a natural 
sense of duty. The embryo refoj-mer is indicated 
by his essay against flogging in scliool ; and no bet- 
ter pi-oof of his reliability can be imagined, than 
the fact that several of his earliest friendships 
continued unabated throughout life. His sketches 
of teachers, classmates, and the scenes of boyhood, 
are pleasing, natural, and authentic. 
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Like most literacy men, Southey iu youth took 
an intei-est in scieace, and dabbled in botany and 
entomology; but he soon abandoned insecis and 
flowers, except for purposes of metaphor. His 
education, too, like that of the majority of professed 
authors, wiis irregular, versatile, and unexact ; vi- 
brating betweea the study of text-books in a formal, 
and the perusal of chosen ones in a relishing, mao- 
ner. His love of the quaint in expression, his taste 
for natural histoiy, church lore, ballads, historic 
incident, and curious philosophy, are richly exem- 
plified in the specimens of the " Commonplace 
Book," recently published, and (specially in that 
fragmentary but most suggestive work, " The Doc- 
tor;" and these but carry out the auas and tastes 
foreshadowed in his youthful studies. 

Marked out by natural tastes for a life of books, 
we recognize the instinct in the delight he expei-i- 
enced when first possessed of a set of Hewberry'a 
juvenile publications ; the zest with which he wrote 
school themes, invented little dramas, and frater- 
nized with a village editor ; not less than in its- 
matai-e development, when taking the shape of 
beautiful quartos with the imprimatur of Murray 
or the Longmans. The sight of a fair finahed 
page of bis first elaborate metrical composition, 
" Joan of Arc," he acknowledges infected him with 
the true author mania ; and henceforth he was. 
only happy over pencraft or typography. 
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In his memoirs wo find new evidence of the laws 
of mind and health, and the fatal consequences of 
their infringement. To Southey's kind activity we 
are indebted for a knowledge of the most afiocting 
instance in English litorature of early genius pj-e- 
maturely lost, — that of Kirke "White ; and two 
other cases of youthful aspiration for literary honor, 
blighted by death, were confided to his benevolent 
sympathy. But the great inteDectual promise, 
rapid development, and untimely loss, of his son, is 
one of the most pathetic episodes of his life. His 
correspondence at the period explwns the apparent 
incongruity between occasional evidences of strong 
feeling and an habitual calmness of tone. His 
nature was so balanced as to admit, as a general 
rule, of perfect self-control. He repeatedly asserts 
that the coldness attributed to Mm is not real. In 
this great bereavement, he seems to have perfectly 
exercised the power of living in his mind, and 
finding a refuge from moral suffering in mental 
activity. But one of the most impressive physio- 
logical as well as mtellectual lessons to be drawn 
from Southey'a life is in hb own personal experi- 

We liave a striking example of the need of a 
legitimate hygiene for the assiduous writer, and the 
fatal consequence of its neglect. To his scholar's 
temperament and habits may be, in a measure, 
ascribed Southey's conservatism ; and it is equally 
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obvious how the same causes giaduallj modified 
his [ihjsicU constitution, and, thiough this, the 
chaiactei ot his mind We beheve it 11 now ad- 
mitted, that, where the temperament is not indicated 
with great predominance, it may be almost entirely 
changed by diversity of circumstances and habits. 
The influence of the brain and nervous system is 
so pervading, that where the vocation constantly 
stimulates them, and leaves the muscles and circu- 
lation ill a great degree inactive, remarkable modi- 
fications occur in the animal economy; and so 
intimately are its functions associated with mental 
and moral phenomena, that it is quite unphilo- 
sopLical to attempt to estimate, or even analyze, 
character, without taking its agency into view. 
The sedentary life and cerebral activity of Southey 
seem to have very soon subdued his feelings. We 
perceive, in the tone of his letters, a slow but cer- 
tjun dinunution of animal spirits, and now and 
then a propheUc consciousness of the frail tenure 
upon which he held, not bis intelligent spirit, but 
his mental machinery, the incessant action of which 
is adequate to explain its melancholy and prema- 
ture decay. The time will come when his case 
will be recorded as Ulustrative of the laws of body 
and mind in their mutual relations, — a subject 
which Combe, JMadden, and other popular writers, 
have shown to be fraught with teachings of the 
widest charity for what are caUed " the infirmities 
of genius." 
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How many [lathetiu chaptei-s are yet to lie wriU 
ten on thia [jiolific theme, before the world is suf- 
ficiently enlightened to know how to treat her gifted 
children! We need not go to Tasso's cell lo 
awaken our sympathies in this regard. From the 
fierce insanity of Swift and Collins, to the movbid 
irritability or gloom of Johnson, Pope, and Byi-oD, 
and the imbecile age of Moore and Soulhey, the 
history of English authorship is replete with solemn 
warnings to use even the noblest endowments of 
humanity with meek and severe circumspection. 
God is not less worshipped by select intelligences, 
through fidelity to the natural laws, than by cele- 
brating his glory in the triumphs of art. 

la a letter to Sharon Tumei- in 1817, Southey 
remarks, " My spirits, rather than my disposition, 
have undergone a great change. They used to be 
exuberant beyond those of every other person. 
My heart seemed to possess a perpetual fountain of 
hilarity ; no circumstances of study or atmosphei-e 
or solitude affected it ; and the ordinary vexations 
and cares of life, even when they showered upon 
me, fell off like haii from a pent-house. That 
spnnff is dried up. I cannot now preserve an 
appearance of it at all without an effort; and no 
prospect in this world delights me, except that 
of the next." Although he often attributed thia 
change to special causes, and particularly to the 
bereavement which bore so heavily on bis heart. 
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he was, at the same time, soon aware that the i-e- 
cuperative enei^ies of his nature were essentially 
impaired. " It is," lie writes to another friend, 
" between ourselves, a matter of surprise that this 
bodily machine of mine should have continued its 
operations with so few derangemeotB ; knowing, as 
I do, its excessive susceptibility to many deranging 
causes." These shadows deepened as time passed 
on, and found him intent upon mental labor, when 
nature imperatively demanded freedom, vai-iety, 
the comedy of life, and the atmosphere of a serene, 
cheerful, and unhackneyed existence. 

There was nothing, however, in the native hue 
of Souihey's mind, that betokened any tendency to 
disease. On the contrary, his tone of feeling was 
singulai-ly moderate, his estimate of life rather phi- 
losophic than visionary ; and, for a poei, he scarcely 
has been equalled for practical wisdom and metho- 
dical self-government. Instead of wishing newly 
married people happiness, which he considered 
supei-fluous, iie wished them patience. In travel- 
ling, he was remarkable for making the best of 
every thing; he cherished a ti-anquil religious 
faith; he systematized his life; and, instead of 
lamenting the dreams of youth as the only source 
of real enjoyment in life, he says, " Onr happiness, 
as we grow older, i.s more in quantity, and higher 
in degree as well as kind." 

Another wholesome quality he largely possessed 
was candor. He bore with exemplary patience, 
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xvi BOBEKT SOUTHEY. 

as a general rule, the malevolence of criticism ; suf- 
fered with few murmurs fte indignity of Gifford's 
mutilations of his reviews ; and seemed to exhibit 
acrimony only when assailed by a radical, or when 
he alluded to Bonapaite, whose most appropriate 
situation, through his whole career, he declared to 
have been when sleeping beside a fire made of 
human bones in the desert. He had the magna- 
nimity at once to confess the genuine success of the 
American Navy, at a time when it was common in 
England to doubt even the testimony of facts on 
the subject " It is in vain," he writes, " to treat the 
matter lightly, or seek to conceal from ourselves 
the extent of the evil. Our naval superiority is 
destroyed." Of American literature, at an earlier 
period, he declared, with more truth than now could 
be warranted, that "the Americans, since the Ke- 
volution, have not produced a single poet who has 
been heai-d of on this side of (he AtlanUc," Sub- 
sequently, he was, however, the iirst to do justice 
to the poetical merits of Maria dul Occidente,* and 
numbered several congenial literary friends among 
her countrymen. A more versatile course might 
have contributed greatly to Soutliey's sustained 
vigor of mind. His early life was, mdeed, suf- 
ficiently marked by vicissitude: he was succes- 
sively a law-student, lecturer, private secretary, 
traveller, ami author, and thought of becoming a 



iiM=.i>, Google 



librai-lan and a consul ; but ihe result was a fii-m 
reversion to his primary tastea for rural life and 
books. 

It is curious, as a psycholo^cal study, to trace 
th6 lapse of youlh into manhood and senility, as 
indicated in the writings of men of talent ; and 
observe how differently time and experience affect 
them, accoi-ding to the element of their characters. 
Some have their individuality of purpose and fee- 
ing gradually overlaid by the iDfliiences of their 
age and position, and in others it only asserts itself 
with more vehemence. There is every degree of 
independence and mobility, from the isolated hardi- 
hood of Dante to the fertile aptitude of Brougham. 
It was the normal condilion of Southey to be 
conservative : taste and habil, affection and tem- 
perament, combined to recondle him to things as 
they are; or, at least, to wean him from the rest- 
less life of a reformer. An intellectual friend of 
mine — noted for his love of ease, and whose creed 
is far more visionary than practical— surprised a 
circle, on one occasion, with his earnest advocacy 
of some political measure, and sighed heavily m 
he added, " Vigilance is the eternal price of lib- 
erty .1' —" But why," asked a companion, " do you 
put oil the watchman's cap?" The inquiry was 
apposite : he had no vocation to flglit in the van- 
guard of opinion. And this seems to us a more 
charitable way of accounting for Southej's change 
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of views, than to join his opponents in ascribing it 
to unalloyed selflshnesa.* 

To the secluded Ulteratev/r, watching over his 
gifted invalid boy amid romantic lakes and moun- 
tains, (he calm and nature-loving Wordsworth was a 
more desirable companion than Godwin ; to whom, 
at a previous era, he acknowledged himself under 
essential intellectual obligations. His wife the 
gentle and devoted Edith, might have objected to 
such an inmate as Mary Wolstonecrai't whom her 
husband preferred to all the literary lions dunng 
his early visits to London ; and it was Hr more 
agreeable to "counteract sedition" in hi> quiet 
studio at Keswick, than to roughly cxpetience 
Paniisocraey in America; while a man o( 'iterner 
mould might be pardoned for preferring t picmc 
glorification over the battle of Waterloo, oa the 
top of Skiddaw, (o a lonely struggle for human 
rights against the overwhelming tide of popular 
scorn, which di-ove the more adventurous and poetic 
Shelley into exiie. AH Southey's romfi>aion, 
however, so oracularly expressed for that sensitive 
and heroic spirit, derogates not a particle from 
the superior nobility of soul for which generous 

• "InsJlhisdomesticrelationa, Soutliey was the most anii- 
ableofmsn; buthe had no general philaQthtopy; he was what 
you call a cold man. I spent some time witli him at Lord 
LonadaJe's, in company with Wordawoith anil otheraj and 
while the rest of the party wers walking about, talking, and 
arouaing tharaselvea, Southay preferrad sitting bo&s in tie 
library, "—JJujerj'i TailMalk. 



iiM=.i>, Google 



thinkera cherish his memoiy. We can, however, 
easilj' follow the natural gradations by which the 
boy Southey, whose ideal was the Earl of Warwick, 
aud the youth Southey, intent upon human pi-ogresa 
and social reformation, became the man Southey ; 
a good citizen, industrious author, exemplary hus- 
band and father, and most loyal subject. Indeed, 
the conservative mood hegina to appear even before 
any avowed change in his opinions. Soon after 
his return from th first " 't t L" ho while heai 
(ating what prote dp d wl 1 1 

friends were dis ura d tl pp t i la 
tive reclilessness d d It y 1 f t d 1 1 
find him writing t Gro t 1 t 

intimate friends, I am r* tl y n w 

in that easy, calm g dk m d t i J m d 
which is, perhap tl m So- Ti 1 

■we think of tlie w Jd tl b t Mj t 1 

were once like an ungovernable horse. How I have 
tamed Bucephalus: he retains his spirit and his 
strength ; but they are made vsefid, and he shall not 
break my neck." 

This early yisit to Lisbon, when his mind was 
in ita freshest activity, attracted bim to the litera- 
ture of Spain and Portugal; and the local associ^ 
tion^, which gave them so vivid a charm to his 
taste, imparted kindred life to his subsequent cri- 
tiques and historical sketches devoted to these 
scenes and people. They furnish another striking 
instance of the felicitous manner in which the ex- 
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XS. ROBERT SOCTHEY. 

l»erience of foieiga trayel and the results of slndy 
coalesce in literary productious. 

Authorship, indeed, was m exclusively the voca- 
tioQ of Southey * that Lis life may be said to hare 
been identified with it jet pursued aa ve have 
seen, m ■» spiut often mecFanical v,e arc not sur 
prised, Ihdt, while he felt him&eli adapted to the 
puisuit, he was sometimes conscious of tha6 me 
diociitj -nhich is the inevitable fiuit of a willul 
tension of the mmd. Thus, while to one friend he 
wntea, ' One happy choice I made when I betook 
myself to literature as my business in life," to 
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Southey was also the aditor of Speolmena of Englls 
Poets; Specimens of Later British Poela; Select Britii 
Poets; the Works of Chatterton, Kirke While, and Cowpa 
He contribntad the historical pan ot the Edinbnrgh Annu 
Register for the jeai's 1808, 9, nnd 10; fifty-two articles I 
the Anuaal, and nearly one hundred to the Qnacterly Ri 
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another, iu 1815, to dedares, "I ha« tte te- 
hearleniBg conTlction tial my beit i, done, and that 
to add to the hull of my works will not be to add 
to their estimation." Tot Southey, lilie all gono- 
ine anthon,. cherished his dream of glory, and 
prohahlT anticipated enduring renown from his 
poetry The mechanical spirit oE hi. Bteraiy toil, 
towever, was carried into verse. He set about 
designmg a poem as he did a history or a yolume 
of memoin, and proceeded to fill up the outline 
with the same complacent alacrity. Many of these 
works eiliibit great ingenuity of construction, both 
as retards form and language. They are striking 
eiamples of the inventive facnlty, and show an 
extraordinary command of hinguage. In this lat- 
ter rcard, some of his verses arc the most cunous 
in our hterature: the "Fall of Lodote" is an 
instance. But it is obvious, that, unless fused by 
the glow of sentiment, however aptly constructed, 
elaborate verified tales can scarcely he ranked 
among the standari poems of any language. The 
best passages of his long poems are highly imagi- 
native i but tto style is diffuse, tto mterest com- 
plicated, and there is a want of human laterest 
that prevents any strong enlislment of the sympa- 
thies. They have not the picturesque and living 
attraction of Scott, nor yet the natural tenderness 
of Burns ; but are melo-dramatie, and make ua 
wonder at the author's fertility of invention, rather 
than become attached to its fruits. 
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One of the most striking instances of want of 
discrimination in, tlie critical tone of the day was 
the habit of designating Coleridge, Wordsworth, 
and Southey under the same general term. The 
only common ground for calling them the Lake 
School was the fact that they each resided among 
the lakes of Cumberland at one and the same time. 
The diffuse, reflective, philosophic Muse ofWords- 
worth is as essentially different from the mystic 
and often profoundly tender sentiment of Coleridge, 
as both are from the elaborate chronicles and rhe- 
torical artifice of Southey. His "Pilgrimage to 
Waterloo" is an apt and clever journal in verse; 
occasionally, from its personal style and simplicity, 
quite attractive. His laui-eate odes have a respec- 
table sound, and frequently a commendable sense, 
but rarely any bardic fire or exquisite grace. In a 
vFord, although there is much to admire in Soulhey's 
poetry as tlie work of a creative fancy and the 
result of research and facility, as well as invention 
in the use of language, we seldom find, in perusing 
Ifis works, any of those " Elysian corners of intui- 
tion," wherein Leigh Hunt speaks of comparing 
notes with the reader. The amplitude, variety, 
and tact of constructive talent, and not the glow and 
mystery of genius, win us to his page. It informs, 
entertains, and seldom ofiends; but rarely melts, 
kindles, or nerves the spirit. 

His most obstinate admirers cannot but admifj 
that, as poems, "Joan of Arc," "Madoc," and 



iiM=.i>, Google 



" Roderick," have many tedious passages. They 
are fluent, authentic chronicles, recorded in a strain 
that so often lapses from the spirit and dignity of 
the Muse as to read like mere prose. Here and 
there, a graphic descriptiTe slietch or felicitous 
epithet redeems the narrative; but no one can 
wonder, that in an age when Bjron individualijed 
human passion in the meet kindling rhyme, when 
Crabhe described so truthfully humble life, and 
Shelley touched the ideal spirit with his aerial 
fantasy, a spoeiis of poetry comparatively so dis- 
tant from the associations of the heart should M 
to aeliieve popularity. Indeed, Southey recogmied 
the fact, and seemed not onwilling to share the 
favor of a limited but select circle with Landor 
and others, who, instead of universal suffrage, gain 
the special admiration of the few. No author, 
however, cherisiied a greater faith iu literature as 
a means of reputation. " Literary fame," he says, 
"is the only fame of which a wise man ought tO' 
be ambitious, because it is the only histiug and liv- 
ing fame. Bonaparte will be forgotten before his 
time in pm-gatery is half over. Or but just remem- 
bered, like Kimrod or other cut-throats of antiquity, 
who serve ns for the commonplaces of declama- 
tion. Put out your mind in a great poem, and 
you will exercise authority over the feelings and 
opinions of mankind as long as the language- 
lasts." . 
The two poems upon wliich Southey evidenUy 
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most genially labored are "Tbalaba" and "The 
Curse of Kehama." Tliey bear the most distinct 
traces of his idiosyacrasies as evinced ia boyhood, 
when a translation of the "Jerusalem Delivered" 
seenis to Iiave first directly appealed lo h!a poetic 
instinct. The scenes of enchantment particularly 
fascinated him. Then came Ariosto and Spen- 
ser. The narrative form and the imaginative and 
romantic character of these works harmonized 
with Southey's mind; and they continued his poetic 
vein after the taste of the age had become wedded 
to the natural, the human, and the direct, in poetry. 
His lone and imagery were somewhat modified by 
Bowles and Coleridge ; hut he remained essentially 
in the class of romantic and narrative bards, m 
whoso productions general effects, vague dramaiic 
and supernatural charms, and heroic ohronieles, 
form the pervading traits. Another characteristic 
of the modern poetry he laclied was concentration. 
One concise, vivid, and inspired lyric outlives (he 
most labored epic Sterlings brief tribute to Joan 
of Arc brmgs her nearer to us than Sonthey's 
quarto. 

As works of art, the varied rhyme and rhythm 
and pi-olilic fancy won for Sowthey's long [/oems 
a certain degree of atienti9n and respect ; but he 
is remembered more for certain fine passages than 
for entire compositions. In these, his claim to the 
title of poet, in the best sense of the word, asserts 
ilaelf; and, but for these, he would rank only as a 
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clever impromsatore. Learning, indeed, overlays 
inspiration in his long poems. He faithfully ex- 
plored "Welsh annals for the matevials of "Madoe," 
Hindoo mythology and Asiatic scenery for the 
" Carse of Kehama," and Gothic history for " Rode- 
rick." All narrative poems are somewhat indebted 
to external materials; but these must be fused, 
as we have before hinted, into a consistent and 
vital whole by the glow of some personal senti- 
ment, ere they will find universal i-esponse. Thus 
the intense consciousness of Byron, the chivalric 
zeal of Campbell, and the ainorous fancy of Moore, 
^ve a life and significance to their stories in verse, 
that invest them with a sympathetic atmosphere, 
and unity of feeling. There is little of this in 
Soutliey's narratives ; they are more ingenious 
than glowing, more imaginative than natural ; and 
they entertain more than they inspire. He seems 
destitute of that sacred reserve which renders man- 
ners so efficient, deepens love's channel, and liallows 
truth to consciousness, — that instinctive sugges- 
tiveneas, which is a great secret of Dante's power, 
giving sublime intimations of Tennyson's exquisite 
sentiment, vaguely hinting the inexpressible, and of 
"Wordsworth's solemn mystieism, as in the " Ode on 
the Prospect of Immortality." To such lofty and 
profound elements the poetry of Southey has no 
claims ; but in descriptive aptitude, and especially 
in rhetorical effect, he is sometimes remarkable. 
Occasionally, in these qualities, in their shnplidty. 
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he reminds us of the old dramatists; thus in "Bla- 



" ThQ ■ 



^B song 



•■ -I'a robed, — that one bright hne. 

To emlileni unity and peace and trath 

LikB Heavan, which o'er a world of wickednesB 

Spreads its eternal canopy aarena." 

And ^ain, in the same poem : — 

" 'Tis plaasont, by the cheerful hearth, to hear 
Of tempests and tha dangers of the deap, 
And pause at Umes, and feel that we are aafe; 
Then listen to the perilous tale again, 
Aad teilh on eager and smpmded soal 

In "Roderick" is a fine and characteristic im- 
age:— 

" Toward the troop he spread his arms, 
As if the expanded soul diffused itself, 
And carried to all spirits with the act 
Its affluent iospiration." 

The description of moonlight in this poem, so jusfly 
admired, we perceive, by one of the author's letters, 
was drawn from an actual scene j which evidences 
ihe absolute need of strong personal impressions 
even for an imaginative poet. The description of 
the ruins of Babylon, in " T' ' ' " 



" The maiij^olored domes yet wore o»e dualcv hue " — 

is one of the happiest examples of Southey's power 
"■^ ^— -iiage, and musical adaptation of rhythm to 
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sense. To one having a natural feeling of wonder 
and fine eloculionary powers, it is susceptible of 
the most solemn recitative effect. Tlie beautiful 
passage in his " Curse of Kehama," commeocing 
" They sin who tell us love can die," the ballads 
of "Mary of the Inn" and "The Battle of Blen- 
heim," the " Verses to a Dead Friend," and "The 
Holly-tree," ai-e among the fugitive pieces, written 
from actual emotion, which illustrate Soutliey'a 
affections, and have endeared him as a lyrist. 

He remarks in one of his letters, that he most 
nearly resembles Chiabrera, an Italian bard of the 
fifteenth century, who enjoyed high honoi-s for hia 
verses, and died at a prosperous old age. His 
works are comparatively neglected at present; but 
Maffei, the literary historian, ascribes his success 
to merits very similar lo those we have rec(^niaed 
in Southey. According to this critic, it was a say- 
ing of Chiabrera, that he wished to follow the 
example of Columbus, and discover a new world, 
or perish ; and that poetry should " lift tiie eye- 
brow;" thus declaring sui-prise to be the great, 
effect, and novelty the great means, of poetic ex- 
ceUence. Accordingly, his verse was prized chiefly 
for its style, which innovated gi-eatly upon familiar 
models ; and for its erudition, which was remarkable 
for that day. Thus his renown was gained by 
ingenuity and scholarship, rather than through 
intense natural sympathy or genuine inspiration. 
We therefore find Soutiiey'a own estimate of Ms 



iiM=.i>, Google 



EOBEET SOUTHEr. 



poetj-y, in a great degree, confirms our own. But 
this co-incidence is as cleai-Iy, though less directly, 
suggested by his casual observations on the art, in 
his letters to eotemporary writers, and his advice 
to jouHg poets who ^ou^ht encour^igemeiit from his 
counsel 

It Js obuou'i fiom the incidental -viens thus 
honestly expiesied that he lud not a vivid and 
rerminent consciousness of i poet^ biithiio-ht; 
that the ait was too much a branch of luthorahip, 
ind toalittlea=aciedinstmcf,inhihebtimatiou and 
that th more en-itic versifiers of the age — less 
elaboiate but fai more intense and genume — won 
their largei popuhnty on legitimate grounds He 
tells one of hi, con espondents who had soliuled 
hH opinion of a poem that his fiiends reckon him 
a-seiy capricious and uncertain judge of poetiy;" 
and elsewhere m speaking of the erroi which 
identifies the power of enjoying natural beauty 
with that of producing poetry he says One is a 
gift of Heaven, and conduces immeasmably to the 
happiness of thoae who enjoy it. the second has 
mucli more of a knack in it than the pride of poets 
is always willing to admit." If Southey's poetic 
faculty and feehng had been equal to his "knack" 
of versifying, he would have been quite as reluctant 
to ascribe to ingenuity what was consciously derived 
from a power above the will. Perhaps he was 
chagrined into this commonplace view of the art 
by the fact, that, while Scott was receiving three 
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thousaiid guineas for the " Lady of the Lake," the 
" Curse of Kelmma " was going throngli tlie press 
at tlio expeDso of Laiidur. 

Tlio professional character of Southey's life is 
almost incompatible ivith the highest literaiy re- 
sults. His great merit aa a wi-iter consists in the 
utility of a portion of Lis works, and their unex- 
ceptionable moi-ality and good sense. The most 
surprising quality he exhibited as an awtlior was 
industry. Ills name is thoroughly respectable in 
literature, as it was in life ; but it would bo un- 
just to the chivalrie and earnest genius of the age, 
elsewhere manifested iu deeper and more signifi- 
cant though less voluminous records, to awai-d to 
Soutijey either the title of a great poet or a leader 
of opinion. His career in regard to the latter is 
clearly explained in his biography. We perceive 
that, even in boyhood, the intellect predominated 
m his nature. In the heyday of his blood, the 
companioui-hij) of bolder spirits and less chastened 
enthusiasts, the infectious atmosphere of the French 
Eevolution, and the activity of the poetical instinct, 
not yet formalized into service, made him, for a 
while, t!)e independent thinker iu religion and poli- 
tics, and iaduceJ visions of social equality which 
he hoped to realize acro'js the sea. But early do- 
mestic tira and a natural love of study won him 
gradually bade to conservative quietude. More 
than either of his brotber-poeta, Southey had the 
temperament and laste of a scholar. He neither 



iiM=.i>, Google 



felt as deeply nor dreamed aa liabitually as Cole- 
ridge. The sensuous and the imaginative wei-e not 
so united in his being with (he inteilectual. He 
needed less excitement ; his spirit was far less ad- 
venturous ; and life did not press upon and around 
him with such prophetic and inciting power. 

It is needless to ascribe the change in his views 
altogether to interest: this may have had its influ- 
ence; but the character of the man yields a far 
more natural solution of the problem. He was 
doubtless as sincere when he accepted the laureate- 
ship as when he wrote "Wat Tyler;" but, in the 
latter case, his " blood and judgment were not well 
commingled." Southey, the Bristol youth, — pen- 
niless, aspiring, and fed with the daily manna of 
poetic communion, — looked upon society with dif- 
ferent eyes than Southey, the recognized English 
author, resident of Cumberland, and father of a 
family. He knew how to use materials aptly ; how 
to weave into connected and intelligible narrative 
the crude and fragmentary data of History and 
memoirs. Li tliis manner, he greatly served ail 
readers of English. His "Life of Wesley" is the 
most authentic and iodd exposition of an extraor- 
dinary phase of the religious sentiment on recoi-d. 
Of Brazil and the Peninsular War he has chro- 
nicled memorable things in a perspicuous style. 
-Few pictures of British life are more true to fact, 
and more suggestive, than "Espriella's Lettei-s." 
The "Life of Nelson" is a model of unaffected, 
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direct iiamtiTO, allowing Ibo faeU to ■po«k for 
themaelTCa through tlie dearest possihle mediara of 
eiprcsion ; mi jet thi. mo.t popular ot Sonthey'. 
boob, fur tiom being the off.pring ot any etrong 
personal sympathy or perception, was so entu-ely 
« litotarj job, that he says it was thrust upon 
him, and that he mored among the sea-terms like 
a cat among crockery. For . con iderable penod 
iJler the establishment of the ' Quiirterlj ho found 
reviews the most protoble labor Many of these 
are judicious and informing but thej seldom 
quicken or elevate cither by rhetoncal o. reflec- 
tive energy, and are too often »pccoil plea> 1 > excite 
great iutcrest. Those on purely liteiaij subjects, 
however, are agreeable. 

If wo wore to name, in a single teim, the quality 
tor which Sonthey is eminent, we should call him 
a verbal architect. His prose works do not open 
to our mental gaie new and wondrous vista, of 
thought, they are not deeply impressive from the 
greatness, or strangely wmsome from the beauty, of 
Uioir ideas. Their rhetoric does not warm and stir 
the mind, nor is them scope highly pliilosophic or 
gracefully pieturesqne. But their style is correct, 
nnaflcjcled, and keeps that medium which good taste 
approves in mannere, speech, and costume, but 
which we seldom see transferred to the art of writ- 
ing. For pure narrative, where the object is to 
give the reader unalloyed facts, and leave his own 
reflection and fancy to shape and color them, no 
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Engli--h author has surpas&ed South'y He ^p- 
pears to have been quite consciou'. of flie moderate 
sfaiidard to wLich he a'jpired "As to wh^t is 
called fine wiitui^,'he Eays, "the pubhc mil get 
none ot that article oat of me sound sense, sound 
philosophy, and sound English, I will give fhcm" 
Tbeie IS no douhl in so d)in^ he toniullfd the 
Anglo-Saxon love of regulat'-d and u'leful pinci- 
ples, and hatred of e'^travagan^'e and was thus an 
admuable type of the modern English mind but 
such an tdtal, however piaisewoitby ind lesptcta- 
hle, scaieelj co-incides with the moie noble and 
inspired mood in which the permanent masterpieces 
of literai'y genius arc conceived and executed. 



iiM=.i>, Google 



GENERAL PREFACE. 



At the age of sisty-ttree, I have undertaken lo 
collect and edit my Poetical Works, with the last 
corrections that I can expect to bestow upon them. 
They have obtained a reputation equal to my 
wishes ; and I hare this ground for hopmg it may 
not be deemed hereafter more than commensurate 
with their deserts, that it has been gained without 
ever accommodating myself to the taste or fashion 
of the times. Thus to collect and revise them is a 
duty which I owe to that part of the public by 
whom they have been au p o ly re e ed, and 
to those who will take a li ely -o n my good 

name when I shall have depa ted 

The arrangement was the first th ^ to be con- 
sidered. In this the order wherem the respective 
poems were written has been observed, so far as 
was compatible with a convenient classification. 
Such order is useful to those who read critically, 
and desire to trace the progress of an author's mind 
in his writings ; and by affixing dates to the minor 
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style. With juyenile pieces the case is different. 
From these the faults of diction have been weeded, 
wherever it could be done without more trouble 
than the composition originally cost, and thau the 
piece itself was worth. But inherent faults of 
conception and structure are incurable; and it 
would have been mere waste of time to recompose 
wliat it was impossible otherwise to amend. 

If these poems had been now for the first time 
to be made public, there are some among them, 
which, instead of being committed to the press, 
would hare been consigned to the flames ; not for 
any disgrace which could be reflected upon me by 
the crude compositions of my youth, nor for any 
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harm which they could possibly do the reader, but 
merely that they might not cumber the collection. 
But nescil vox missa reverli. Pirat«d editions 
would hold out as a recommendatioa, that they 
contained what I had chosen to suppress ; aud thus 
it becomes prudent, and therefore proper, thai such 
pieces should be ret^ned. 

It has ever been a rule with me, when I have 
imitated a passE^e or borrowed an expression, to 
acknowledge the specific obligation. Upon the 
present occasion, it behooves me to state the more 
genei-al, and therefore more important, obligations 
which I am conscious of owing either to my prede- 
cessors or my contemporaries. 

My first attempts in verse were much too early 
to be imitative ; but I was fortunate enough to find 
my way, when very young, inio the right path, i 
read the " Jerusalem Delivered " and the " Orlando 
Furioso," i^ain aud again, in Hoole's translations. 
It was for the sake of their stories that I perused 
and reperused these poems with ever-new delight ; 
and, by bringing them thus within my reach in 
boyhood, the translator i-endered me a service, 
which, when I look back upon my intellectual life, 
I cannot estimate too highly. I owe him much 
also for his notes, not only for tie information 
concerning other Italian romances which they im- 
parted, but also for introducing me te Spenser ; 
how early, an incident which I well remember 
may show. Going with a relation into Bull's cir- 
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eulating library at Bath (an esceDent one for those 
days), and asking whether they had the " Faeij 
Queen," the person who managed the shop said, 
" Yes, they had it; but it was in obsolete language, 
and the you g ge tleraan yould not underst^d 
it." But I, vho i ad lejj- ed all I then knew of 
the history of Engh d froa Shakespeare, and who 
had moreover read Bea mo t and Fletcher, found 
no difficulty biensera English, and felt ia the 
beauty of hi, ve ificat on a charm in poetry of 
which I had never been fully sensible before. 
From that time I took Spenaer for my master. 1 
drank also betimes of Chaueer'a well. The taste 
which had been acquired in that school was 
confirmed by Percy's " ReHques " and Warton's 
" History of English Poetry," and a little later 
by Homer and the Bible. It was not likely to be 
corrupted afterwards. 

My schoolboy verses savored of Gray, Mason, 
and my predecessor Warton; and, in the best of 
my juvenile pieces, it may be seen how much the 
writer's muid had been imbued by Akeoside. I 
am conscious also of having derived much benefit 
at one time from Cowper, and more from Bowles ; 
for which, and for the delight which his poems 
gave me at an age when we are moat susceptible 
of such delight, mj good friend at Bremhill, to 
whom I was then and long afterwards personally 
unknown, will allow me to make this grateful and 
cordial acknowledgment. 
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My obligalioa to Dr. S»yers is of a different 
kind. Every one who lias an ear for metre and a 
heart for poetry must have felt how perfectly the 
metH! of CoUim's " Odo to Evening" is in aocord- 
anee with the imagery and the feeling. None 
of the experiments which were made of other 
nnrhymed stanzas proved successfuh They were 
either in strongly marked and well-known mea- 
sures, which unavoidably led the reader to expect 
rhyme, and consequently balked him when he 
looked for it i or they were In stan.aa as cumbrous 
as they were ill constructed. Dr. Sayers went 
upon a different principle, and succeeded admira- 
bly. I read his " Dramatic Sketches of Northern 
Mythology" when they were first published, and 
convinced myself, when I had acquired some skiU 
m versification, that the kind of verse in which his 
choruses were composed was not less applicable to 
narration than to lyrical poetry. Boon after I had 
begua the Arabian romance, for which this mea- 
sure seemed the most appropriate vehicle, " Gebir " 
fell into my hands i and my verse was greatly 
improved by it, both in vividness and strength. 
Several years elapsed before I knew that Waltor 
Landor was the author, and more before I had the 
good fortune to meet the person to whom I felt 
mysett thus beholdem The days which I have 
passed with him in the Vale of Ewias, at Como, 
and histly in the neighborhood of Bristol, are 
some of those which have left with me " a joy 
for memory." 
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I have thua acknowledged ail the specific obli- 
gations to my elders or coq temporaries in the ait, 
of wliich I am distinctly conscious. The advan- 
tages arising from intimate intercourse with those 
who were engaged in similar pursuits cannot be in 
like maaner 'ipecified, because in their nature they 
are imperceptible; but of sucb advantages no man 
has ever possessed more or greater than at differ- 
ent times it has been my lot to enjoy. Personal 
attachment first, and family circumstances after- 
wards, connected me long and closely with Mr. 
Coleridge ; and three and thirty years have ratified 
a friendship with Mr. Wordsworth, which we be- 
lieve wiU not terminate with this life, and which it 
is a pleasure for us to know will be continued and 
cherished as an heir-loom by those who are dearest 
to us both. 

When I add, what has been the greatest of all 
advantages, that I have passed more than half my 
life in retirement, conversing with books rather 
than men, constantly and unweariably engaged in 
literary pursuits, communing ivith my own "hearty 
and taking that course which upon mature con- 
sideration seemed best to myself, I have said every 
thing necessary to account for the characteristics 
of my poetry, whatever they may be. 

It was in a mood resembling in no slight degree 
that wherewith a person in sound health, both of 
body and mind, makes his wUl and seta his worldly 
affairs in order, that I entered upon the serious 
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task of arranging and revising the whole of my 
poetical works. What, indeed, was it but to bring 
in review before me the dreams and aspirations 
of my youth, and the feelings whereto I had given 
that free uttei Mice whuh by the usages of this 
world 18 permitted to us m poetry and in poetry 
alone? Of the smaller piei,es in this collection 
theie is scarcely one concerning -nhich I cannot 
vividlj call to mind when mi where it w v com 
posed I have peifect recoUection of the spots 
where many not of the "cenei only but of the 
images which I have described from nature were 
ob-ien ed and noted And how would it be po-isi 
ble tor me to forget the mteiest taken in these 
poems e.peci'iUy the longer and m^re ambitions 
works by those persons nearest and deaiest to me 
then who witness.ed their growth and completion? 
Well may it be calle 1 a senous task thus to lesut, 
citate the past. But, serious though it be, it is nrt 
painful to one who knows tliat the end of his jour- 
ney cannot be far distant, and, by the blessing of 
God, looks on to its termination with sure and 
certain hope. 

Keswick, loa May, 183T, 
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JOAN OF ARC. 



EIS OISiNOS APISTOS 



AMTNESeAI nEPI HATPHS. 



lugenll espUcuisse levea, nam vera mteo i 
Implum™ KpMo pne^ps m* 8'""* °'^ 
Bipullt, et welo iugHt Tolitate remoto. 
Pgenltflt ln«epU, onHum revocave Jmenlie 
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PBEFACE TO JOAN OF ARC. 



EaelS ill July, 1T9S, I happansd to fell in oonrereation, at 
Oxfcffd, with an old schoolfellow upon the story of Joan of 
Arc; and it then sfrnek me as heiag singularly well adapted 
for a poem. The long vacation oommenced immediately after- 
wards. Aa soon as I reached home, I formed the outline of a 
plan, and wrote about three hundred lines. The remainder of 
the month was passed m travelling; and I was too much 

thought, with what had been broken off. In August I went to 
visit my old schoolfellow, Mr. Grosvenoc Bedford, who at tiat 
Hme resided with his parents at Brixton Causeway, about four 
miles on the Surrey side of the metropolis. There, Hie day 
after completing my nineteenth year, I resumed my nudertok- 
ing; and there, In sin weeks from tliat day, finished what I 
called an Epic Poem in twelve books. 

My progress would not have been so rapid, had it not been 
for the opportunity of reth^ment which 1 enjoyed there, and 
the encouragement that I had received. In those days, Lon- 
don hud not extended m that direction farther than Kennmgton ; 
beyond which place, the scene changed suddenly, and there was 
an air and appearance of country which might now be sought in 
vain at a fiir greater distance from town. There was nothing, 
indeed, W remind one tliat London was bo near, except the smoke 
which overhung it. Mr. Bedford's residence was situated upon 
the edge of a ooimnon, on which shady lanes opened leading 
to the neighboring villages [for such they were then) of Cam- 
berwall, Dulwich, and Clapham, and to Norwood. The view 
in front was bounded by the Surrey hills. Its sine and slmc- 
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tore sbowad it to ba one of those good houses built in »3ia early 
part of the last century by parsons who, having I'ealiied a 
respectable fortune in trade, were wise anongh to be oonMntad 
with it, and retha to pass the evaning of then; livos in the en- 
joyment of leisure and tranquillity. Tranquil indeed the place 
was j for the neighborhood did not extend beyond half a dozen 
femlliaa, and the London style and habits of visiBng had not 
obtained among them. Uncle Toby himself might have enjoyed 
Ms rood and a half of ground there, and not have had it known. 
A fore-court separated the house from the footpath and the road 
in front ; behmd, there was a lai^ aud well-stocked gaivieu, 
with other spacious premises, in which uHlity and ornament 
were in some degree combined. At the extremity of the gai'- 
den, and under the shade of four loily linden-trees, was a 
Bvunmer-housB looking on an ornamented graas-plot, and fitted 
up as a oonveniantly habitable room. That summer-booaB 
was allottad to me, and there my mornings were passed at the 
desk. Whether it exists now or not, I am ignorant. The pii>- 
party has long since passed into other hands. Tlie common is 
enclosed and divided by rectangular hedges and palings ; rows 
of brick houses have supplanted the shade of oaks and alms; 
the brows of the Surrey hills bear a parapet of modem villas ; 
aad the face of tlie whole district is changed. 

I was not a Dttle proud of my performance. Toung poets 
are, or at least used to be, as ambitious of produoing an epic 
poam, as staga-strlckeu youths of figuring in Romeo or Hamlet. 
It had been the earliest of my day-dreams. I had begun many 
such; but this was the firet which had been completed, aud I 
was too young mid too ardent to perceive or suspect that the 
eieeutlon was as crude as the design. In the course of the au- 
tumn, I transcribed it fairly from the first draught, making no 
other alterations or corrections of any kmd than such aa sug- 
gealad themsalvas in the act of transcription. Upon showing 
it to tha friend in conversalaon with whom the design had ori- 
ginated, ha said, "I am glad you have written this; it will 
serve as a store where you will find good passages for better 
>f it was more judicious than mine; but 



what there was 
tmusplautable. 
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T warfl h as a on el a to be jnib- 

h d by ub pti ii arto volume pt ce o a guinea. 

tih rtl aft w d b a ai^inamted with m tellow- 

to nan 1 Jos ph. C Tfho had rei,e lily commenGad 

b ifiin fls bo k n nr natiTe city of Br 5tol. One 

u g d him p the poem without any thought 

UBk g proposa mmg it or expectation of receivmg 

H h w £f red m fifty gu neas lor the copyright, 

and fltty copies for my subscribers, whioli was more than the 
list amounted to ; and the offer was acoBpted 03 promptly as it 
was made. It can rarely happen that a young author should 
meet with a booksaller as inexperienced and as ardent ea liim- 
aelf, and it would be slall more extraordinary if snch mutual 
indisorelaon did not bring with it cause for regret to both. But 
this transaction was the oommanoement of an inljmacy which 
has continued, without the slightest shade of displeasure at any 
time, on either side, to the prasant day. 

At that time, few books were printed in the country ; and it 
was seldom iadeed that a quarto volume issued from a provin- 
cial press. A font of new types was ordered for what was 
intended to be the handsomest liook that Bristol had ever yet 
sent forth; and when the paper arrived, and the printer was 
ready to commence his operations, nothing had been done to- 
ward preparing the poem ibr tha press, except that a few verbal 
atterations had been made. I was not, however, without mis- 
givings ; and, when the first proof-sheet was brought me, the 
more glM'ing faults of the composition stared me in the face. 
But the sight of a well-printed page, which was to be set off 
with all the advantage that fi w p par and hol>-pr6ssing 
could impart, put me n pmts and I w t to work with good- 
will. About half th first book was 1 It in its original slate: 
ihe rest of the poem was ast and composed while the 
printing went on. Tb oc upiad x months. I corrected 
the conolading sheet f the poe I ft the Preface in the 
publisher's hands, and d part d f L b n by way of Corolla 
and Madrid. 

The Pretiice was written with as little discretion as had 
been shown in pubhshing the work itself. It stated how ra- 
pidly the poem had heea produced, and that it had been almost 
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reoomposed dniing its prograss throngh the press. This was 
not said as taking merit for haste and temerity, nor to excuse 
its faults, — only to account for them. But here I was liable 
to bo misapprahended, and likely to ba misrepresented. The 
pnblio, indeed, care neither for explanations nor excuses- and 
auoh partioulara might not vinflUy be dosmed unbecoming in a 
young man, tliough they may be escused, and even expected, 
ft\>m an old author, who, at the close of a long career, looks 
upon himself as beloogmg to the past. Oraittmg these p: 
sages, and the speoiflcation of what Mr. Coleridge had writt 
in the second book (which was withdrawn m the next editioi 
tie remainder of the Preface is here subjoined. It states t. 
little which I had been able to collect concemiiig the suhje 
of the poem, gives what was than my own view of Joan . 
Arc's character and history, and expresses with overweenii 
oonfldence the opinions which the writer entertained concor 
ing those poets whom it was his ambition, not to imitata b 
to follow. It cannot be necessary to say, that some of those 
opmjons have been modified, and others completely changed, 
as he grew older. 



OEIGIISAL PREFACE. 

The history of Joan of Arc is as mysterious as it is remarka- 
ble. That she believed herselfmspu-ed, few will deny; thatshe 
was iiapired, no one will venture to assert; and it is difficult t« 
believe that she was herself imposed upon by Charles and 
Dimois. That she discovered the king when he disguised hua- 
self among the courtieis to deceive her, and that, as a proof of 
her mission, she demanded a sword from a tomb m the Church 
of St. Catharine, are facts in which all historians agree. If 
this hod been done by collusion, the Maid must have known 
herself an impostor, and with that knowledge conld not have 
performed the enterprise she nndertook. Enthusiasm, and that 
of no common kind, was necessary to enable a young maiden 
at once to assmne the protbssion of arms, to lead her troops to 
battle, to fight among the foremost, and to subdue with an 
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inferioi- forcB nn enemy llmu believed invincible. It la not 
possible tlmt ona wlio felt lieraelf the puppet of a pnrty could 
luive peiforaica these tbingJi. The nrtifiees of n co\irt could not 
have persuaded her, thnt sha discovered Charles in disgiiisBj 
nor oould they have prompted her to demand the sword which 
thoj might liave hidden, without dlaoovoring the deceit. The 
Maid, thou, was not knowingly an impostor ( nor could she have 
been tho mstniment of the court; and to say thnt slie believed 
herself inspired, wlU neitlier account for her fliiiglmg out the 
kiag, or prapheticnlly olaimMg the sword. After crowning 
Charles, she declared that her mission was accomplished, and 
demanded leave to retire. Enthusiasm would not have ceased- 
here; and, if they wlio unposed on her eould persuade her still 
to go with their armies, they could stiU have conUnued her 
delusion. 

Tills mysteriouaness renders the story of Joan of Arc pe- 
culiarly fit for poetry. The aid of angels and devils is not 
neoesBary to r^se her above mankind i she has no gods to 
lackey her, and inspire her with eeurage, and heal her wounds : 
the Miud of Orleans acts wholly ftom the workings of her own 
mind, from the deep tfeeling of inspu'aljon. The palpable 
agency of superior powers would destroy the obscurity of her 
character, and sink her to the mere herohie of a fahr tole. 

The alterations which I have made in the history are few 
and trifling. The deoth of SaUsbury is phiced later, and of 
the Talbots earlier, than iliey occurred. As the battle of Fatay 
is the concludmg action of the poem, I have given it all the 
previons solemnity of a settled engagemei^ Whatever appears 
miracnions is asserted. in history, and my authorities will be 
found in the notes. 

It is the common fault of epic poems, that wo feel littie 
interest for the heroes they celebrate. The national vanity of 
a Greek or a Roman might have been gratified by the renown 
of Achilles or ^neos i but, to engage the unprejudiced, there 
must be more of humEui feelmgs than is gonendly to be 
found in the character of a warrior. From this objection the 
"Odyssey" alone maybe excepted. Ulysses appears as tlio 
fetiier and Uie husband, and the affections ore enlisted on his 
aide. The judgment must applaud the well-digested plan and 
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splendid execution of the " Iliad ; " bnt the heart always bears 
testimony to the merit of the " Odyssey : " it is tho poem of 
nature, and ita personages inspire love rather than command 
admiration. The good herdsman EumieuB is worth a thousand 
heroes. Homer is indeed the best of poets; for he is at once 
dignified and simple : but Pope has disguised him in fop-finery, 
and Cowper has stripped him naked. 

There are few readers who do not prefer Tumus to lEneas, 
— a fugitive, snapeoled of treason, who negUgently left his wife, 
seduced Dido, deserted her, and then forcibly took Laviiiia 
from her betrothed husband. What avails a man's piety to 
the gods, if, in all his dealings with men, he proye himself a 
villain? If we represent Deity as commanding a bod action, 
this is not exculpating the man, but orimhiaaig the God. 

The ill-ehosen aubjecta of Luoan and Staljus have prevented 
them from acquiring the popularity they would otherwise have 
merited; yet, in detached paits, the f to f tl ' p h ps 
unequalled, certainly nnesoelled. Id t rupl t i ref 
Statiua to Virgil: with inferior tost h pp rs t m t 
poBsesB a richer and more powerful magm t hi gji 

are strongly conceived, and clearly p te i and tl 1 f 

his language, while it makes the read f 1 pro es tJ t tl 
author felt himself. 

The power of story is strikingly e mphfi d th I al an 
heroic poets. They please nniversaily In tran I t 

when little bnt the story remains. I po pi h mg hi ha- 
raoters, Tasso has erred: Godfrey i th h f th p 

Euioldo of the poet, and Tancred of tl ead h 1 ry 
characters should not be introduced, Ik C yas ai d f 1 antl 
merely to fill a procession; neither sh Id 11 y b i m 
nent OS to throw the principal into sh i 

The lawless magic of Ariosto, and 11 i gula tl m 
well as the smgnlar excellence of MUt d t mpos bl 

to deduce any rules of epic poetry irom th th ra & 

hkewise with Spenser, the favorite f my 1 ildhood from 
whose freqnent perusal I have always found hiereased delight. 
Against the machinery of Camoena, a heavier charge must 
be brought 'than that of profaneness or incongruity. His 
floating island is but a floating brotheli and no beauty oan 
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make utonemenl; for licentiousness. From this accusation, 
none bnt u tranaiator would attempt to ju3(ify liim : but Ca- 
moens had the most able of translators. The " Lusiad," though 
esceUent in pacts, is unuiteresting aa a whole : it is read with 
little amotion, and remembered with httle pleasure. But it 
was composed in the anguish of disappomted hopes, in the 
fatiguBs of war, and in a country far from all he lovBd ; and we 
should not forget, that, as the Poet of Portugal waa among 
themostnnfbrtunateofmen, Bohe should be ranked among the 
most respectable. Neither his own country nor Spain has yet 
produced his equoJ. His heart was broken by calamity ; but the 
spirit of mtegrily and independence nevar forsook Camoens. 

I have endeavored to avoid what appears to me the common 
fault of epic poems, and to render the Midd of Orleans inla- 
reaWng. With this intent, I have given her, not the passion of 
love, but the remambranca of subdued aifeoaon, a Imgeriug 
of human feehngs not inconsistent with the enlhosiasm and 
holiness of her character. 

The moiatude of obscure epic writers copy with the most 
gross servility thok ancient models. If a tempest oooora, 
some anvious spirit procures it from the god of the winds or 
the god of the sea. Is there a town besieged ? the eyes of tha 
heto are opened, and he l>eholds the powers of heaven assist- 
hig in the attack; an angel is at hand to heal his wounds ; and 
the leader of tlia enemy, in his last combat, is seized with Uie 
sudden cowardice of Hector. Even Taaso is too often an imi- 
tator ( but, notwithstanding the censure of a satirist, the name 
of Tasso wiU still be ranked among the best heroio poets. 
Perhaps Boileau only condemned him for the soke of an anti- 
thesis; it is with such writera, as with those who affect point 
in their converaalJon,— they will always sacrifloe truth to the 
gratification of their vanity. 

I have avoided what seems useless and wearying in other 
poemsi and my readers will iind no descriptions of armor; no 
muster-*3lls ; no geographical catalogues ; lion, Hger, bull, bear, 
and boar shniles; Phtebuses or Auroras. And, where in battle 
I have pacdoularized the death of an mdividual, it is not, 1 
hope, like the common lists of killed and wounded. 

It has been established as a neoessary rule for the epic, that 
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th« .ubj«.t .h«uld b« national. To thi. rule I hav« actod in 

8uocass to an uryuat oause becauss their oomitty was engaged 
m It, I desire not titeir appi^t>ation. 

lU Miliin'. "Natlona intlqnilla, „f Iran,, .. i „„j ,i„ „ 

looked for 1,. .0,1,, ,„t ,t ,. p„,.i^ .o„,j„i tl,e tnntnli 
or ft, interning ,,rt.J, 0.t It ha. not been «„on,pll,b,d. 
ur the ,,„ou. ired»«on. to fte m.moij of Joan ot >io, I 
ban onl, eoUeobrt . ft, „t,.., a.j, „ „,«» „a, be ln.ted, 
need not fear a beavier condemnation tban to be deemed equaUy 

»L "St •""*""'"'"•"''■■"'"•■■ "I- ■■ ■" 

10 be a rery bad poem, entitled the " Modem Amazon." There 
IS a preBs tn^dy ealled "La Pneeiie d'Orieans," variouaiy 
Utobnlod to Be.,e,.de,lo Boy,,, and 1, M„,rtiJre. The 
m ">J"b>iin~ pnblisbed a p„» ,„„a, „tb a, „me 
Tta^, , "■"'•"•■"■••"hename of " Je«. Banei ■ 
of 1681; and another printed anonymonsly at Eonen, la06. 
Among the mannaoripta of the ijneen of Sweden, in fte Vati- 
oan, ,, a diamal,, ,ie,e in yeree, eJied "Le Mystto dn Siige 
d Odea.,... In fte.. „ede„, time.," ..,. Milhn, ..all PaJ. 
h.. tnn to the ft««„ of Hieol.l to see a pantonime enMtled 
Le Famous Sidge de bi Pnoelle d'Orleans.'" 1 may add, 
ftftt, after fte pnblioation of ftia poem, a pantomime open ttie 
same snbjeot was brenght fcaward at Coyent-Gaiden Theatre 
m whiob ft, hereine, lb,, Don Joan, was earned oir by d„il. 
«.d pree,p,tatji ahve tote heU. 1 mention it he.an» i. fe,i; 
log. of ft, andteno. „,olt,d at ,u.b a eatastrephe; and, after 
afewnigbia, anangelwa.bitmdne,dtoresoneh,r. 

Bnt, among the nnmber of worftloss poems upon ftia .ab- 
ject, ftere are two wbioh are unfortnnateiy notorioas —ft, 
Pnoelle. ot ChapcUin «,d Ycltalre. 1 bay. bad patime lo 
perirse fte first, and never hay, been gniity of loobing into th, 
second. It is well said by George Herbert,— 

"Make not thy aporlabuBCBi fbr the fly 
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On the 8th of May, thB anniversar!' of its deliveraiiee, an 
annual f^te is held at Oi'lsans; and monuinents have i>e6ii 
erected tJiore and at Rouen to llie memory of tlie Mold. Her 
family Vf as ennobled by Charles ; but it should not be forgotten 
iQ the history of this monarch, that, in the hour of misfortune, 
he abandoned to her fate the woman who had aa,ed bis kmg- 



The poem thus crudely conoeired, rashly prefaced, and 
prematurely hurried into the world, was nevertheless favorably 
received, owmg chiefly to advenOtious circumstances. A work 
of the same oksa, with as much power and fewer faults, if it 
were published now, would attract little or no attention. One 
thing which contributed to bring it mto immediate notice waa, 
that no poem of equal pretension had appeared for many years, 
escept Glover's " Athanaid," which, notwitJistanding the repu- 
tation of his " Leonidas," had been utterly neglected. But the 
chief cause of its fevorable receptjon waa that it was written in a 
republican spirit, such as may easily be accounied for in a youth 
whose noUons of Uberty were taken from the Greek and Eoman 
viriters, and who was ignorant enough of history and of human 
nature to believe that a happier order of things had commenced 
with the indapendence of the United States, and would be 
accelerated by the French Revolution. Such opinions were 
then as oupopukr in England as they deserved to be ! but tJiey 
were cherished by most of the critical journals, and conciliated 
for me the good-wHI of some of the most influenljal writers 
who were at that time engaged in periodica] literature, though 
I was perBonally unknown to them. They bestowed upon the 
poem abundant praise, passed over most of its manifold faults, 
and noticed others with indulgence. Miss 8ewai-d wrote some 
verses upon it in a strain of the highest eulogy and the bitterest 
invectivei they were sent to the "Morning Chronicle," and 
the editor (Mr. Perry) accompanied their msertion with a 
viadioation of the opinions which she bad so vehemently de- 
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nounced. Miss Seward was than in high reputati(m! the 
eincenty of her praise was proved by the EBveiity of her 
censure ; and nothing oonld hare bean more serviceable to a 
young aathor than her notice thus indignantly, but also thus 
generously, bostowed. The approbation of the reviewers 
servBd as a passport for the poem to Ameiioai and it was ta- 
printed there while I was revising it (br a second edition. 

A work, ID vrhlab the author and the bookseller had engaged 
with eipial impmdeuoe, thus proved beuefieiaJ to both. It made 
me 30 advajitageouBly known as a poet, that no subsequent 
hostility on the part of the reviews could pnil down the repu- 
tation which liad been raised by their good offices. Beibre 
that hostility took its determined character, the charge of 
being a hasty and careless writer was frequently brought 
ag^nst me. Yet to have been six months correothig what 
was written in six weeks was some mdieation of patient indus- 
try ; and of this tlie second edition gave further evidence. 
Tailing for a second motto the words of Erasmus, Ul hommei 
ita libi-oe, iiiiSei setpsis meSorei fieri opwiet, I spared no pains 
to render the poem less tkulty both in ils construction and 
composition. I wrote a new beginnhig, threw out much of 
what had remained of the original draught, altered more, and 
endeavored, from all the materials which I had means of con- 
sulting, to make myself batter scqnainted with the manners 
and ckcurastances of the fifteenth century. Thus the second 
edition differed almost as mnoh from the first as that from the 
copy which w«4 originally intended for publication. Lass 
eKtensive alterations were made in two subsequent editions; 
the fiiih was only a reprint of the fourth. By that time I had 
become fully sensible of its great and numerous faults, and 
requested the reader to remember, as the only apology which 
could be offered fbr them, that the poem was written at the 
age of nineteen, saA pubUshed at one and twenty. My mten- 
tion llien was to take no further pains in correcting a work of 
which the inherent defects were incorrigible; and I did not 









But now, when about to perform what at my age may 
almost be called the testamentary task of revising, m all Hke- 
liliood for the last time, those works by which it was my 
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youthful ambition "to be for e^er known," and part whereof 
I dare believe has been " bo writtau to aft«r-Hmea as thay should 
not willingly let it die,'' it appeared proper that this poem, 
tJirouglL whieh the author had been first made known to the 
public two and forty years ago, should lead the way ; and the 
thought, that it was once more to pass through the press under 
my own inspection, induced a feeUng In some reapecta resem- 
bling that with which it had been first delivered to the printer. 
And yet how different I for not in hope aod aidor, nor with the 
impossible intention of rendering it what it might have been had 
it been planned and esecnted in middle life, did I resolve to 
ooiraot it once more throughout ; but for Che purpose of making 
it more oonsiatant with itself in diction, and less inconsistent 
in other things with the well-weighed opinions ot my maturer 
years. The feults of efi'ort, which may generally be regarded 
as hopeful indications in a juvenile writer, have been mostly 
left as they were. Tbe faults of language which remained from 
the first edition have been removed, so that in this respect the 
whole ia sufficiently in keeping. And for those which ex- 
pressed the poUtioal prejudices of a young man who bad too 
htae knowledge to suspect his own ignorance, they have either 
been expunged oj- altered, or such substitutions have been 
made for them as liarmoniaa with the pervading spirit of the 
poem, and are nevertheless in accord with those opinions which 
the aullior has mMntained for thirty years, through good and 
evil report, in the maturity of his judgment as well as in the 
sincerity of his heart. 

Keswick, Aug. 30,1837. 
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TO EDITH SOUTHEY. 



Eoiin 1 I brought thee late a humble gift, — 

The songs of earlier youth : it was » Vi-reath 

With many an unripe blossom garlanded 

And many a weed, yet mingled with some flowt 

Which will not wither. Dearest ! now I bring 

A worthier offering : thou wilt prize it well, 

For well thou know'st amid what painful cares 

Hy solace was in this ; and, though to me 

There is no music in the hollowness 

Of common prmse, yet well content am I 

Now to look back upon my youth's green primie 

Nor idiy nor unproiitably passed, 

Imping in such adventurous essay 

The wing, and strengthening it for steadier fligli 
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THE FIRST BOOK. 

There was high feasf JBg held at Vaucouleur ; 
For old Sir Robert had a famous guest, — 
The Bastard Orleans ; ' and the festive hours, 
Cheered with the Troubadour's sweet minstrelsy, 
Passed gayly at his hospitable board. 
But not to share the hospitable board, 
And hear aweet minstrelsy, Dunois had sought 
Sir Robert's hall : he came to rouse Lorraine, 
And glean what force the wasting war had left 
For one last effort. Little had the war 
Left in LoiTaine, but age, and youth unripe 
For slaughter yet, and widows, and young maids 
Of widowed loves. And now with his great guest 
TJie Lord of Vaucouleur sat communing 
On what might profit France, and found no hope, 
Despairing of their country, when he heard 
An old man and a maid awaited him 
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In the caatle-hall. He knew the old man well, — 
His vassal Cluude; and, at hie bidding, Claude 
Approached, and, after meet obeisance made, 
Bespake Sir Robert : 

" Good my loi-d, I come 
With a. strange tale. I pray you, pardon me 
If it should seem impertinent, and like 
An old man's weakness ; but, in truth, this Maid 
Hath witt such boding thoughts impressed my 

heart, 
I think I could not longer sleep in peace 
Giainsaying what she sought.' She saith that God 
Bids her go drive the Englishmen from France. 
Her parents mock at her, and call her crazed ; 
And Father Regnier says she ia possessed : 
But I, wlio know that never thought of ill 
Found entrance in her heart, — for, good my lord. 
From her first birthday she hath been to me 
As mine own child ; and I am an old man, 
Who have seen many moon-struck in my time, 
And some who were by evil spirits vexed, — 
I, airs, do think (hat there is more in this. 
And who can tell, but, in these perilous times. 
It may please God But hear the Maid your- 
selves ; 
For if, as I beheve, this is of Heaven, 
My silly speech doth wrong it." 

While he spake, 
Curious they marked the Damsel, Slie appeared 
Of eighteen years,' There was no bloom of youth 
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Upon her cheek ; yet had the loveliest hues 
Of health with lesser fascination fixed 
The gazer's eye ; for wan the Maiden was, 
Of saintly paleness, and there seemed to dwell 
In the strong beauties of her countenance 
Something that was not earlUy. 

" I have heard 
Of this your niece's malady," replied 
The Lord of Vaucouleur, "that she frequents 
The loneliest haunts and deepest solitude. 
Estranged from human kind and human cares 
"With loathing like to madness. It were best 
To place her with some pious sisterhood, 
Who, duly morn and eve for her soul's health 
Soliciting Heaven, may likeliest remedy 
The stricken mind, or frenzied or possessed." 

So, aa Sir Robert ceased, the Maiden cried, 
" I am not mad ! Possessed indeed I am. 
The hand of God is strong upon my soul; 
And I have wrestled vainly with the Lord, 
And etubborlily, I fear me. 1 can save 
This country, sir; I can deliver France. 
Tea, I must save the country : God is in me. 
I spealt not, think not, feel not of myself. 
He knew and sanctified me ere my birth; 
He to (he nations hath ordained me; 
And whither He shall send me, I must go ; 
And whatso He commands, that I must speak; 
And whatso is His will, that I must do ; 
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And I must put away all fear of man, 
Lest He in wrath confound me." ' 

At the first, 
"With pity or with scorn Dunois had heard 
The Mwd inspired ; but now he in his heart 
Felt that misgiving which precedes belief 
In what was disbelieved and scoffed at late 
For folly. " Damsel," said the chief, " methinks 
It would be wisely done ta doubt this call, 
Haply of some ill spirit prompting thee 
To self-destruction." 

" Doubt ! " the Maid esclaimed. 
" It were as easy, when I gaze around 
On all this ffur variety of things, — 
Green fields and tulfed woods, and the blue depth 
Of heaven, and yonder glorious sun, — to doubt 
Creating Wisdom ; when in the evening gale 
I breathe the mingled odora of the spring. 
And hear the wildwood melody, and hear 
The populous air vocal with insect-life, 
To doubt God's goodness. There are feelings, 

"Which cannot lie ; and I have oftentimes 
Pelt in the midnight silence of my soul 
The call of God." 

They listened to the Blaid, 
And they almost believed. Then spake Dunois : 
"Wilt thou go with mc. Maiden, to the king, 
And there announce thy mission ? " Thus he said ; 
For thoughts of politic craftiness arose 
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Within liipi, and his faith, yet unconfirmed, 
Determined to prompt action. She replied, 
" Therefore I sought the Lord of Vaucouleur, 
That, with such credence as prevents delay, 
He to the king might send me. Now heseech jou 
Speed our departure." 

Then Diinois addressed 
Sir Robert: "Fare thee well, my friend and host! 
It were ill done to linger here when Heaven 
Vouchsafes such strange assistance. Let what 

Lorraine can raise to Chinon follow us ; 
And with the tidings of this holy Maid, 
Sent by the Lord, iill thou the country: soon 
Therewith shall France awake as from the sleep 
Of death. Now, Maid, depart we at thy wUL" 

" God's blessing go with ye ! " exclaimed old 
Claude ; 
" Grood angels guard my girl ! " and, as he spake, 
The teare streamed fast adown his aged cheeks ; 
" And, if I do not live to see thee more, — 
As sure I think I shall not, — yet sometimes 
Remember thine old uncle. I have loved thee 
Even from thy childhood, Joan ; and I shall lose 
The comfort of mine age in losing thee. 
But Grod be with thee, child ! " 

Nor was the Maid, 
Though all subdued of soul, untroubled now 
In that sad parting ; but she calmed herself, 
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Painfully keeping down her heai't, and said, 
" Comiort thyself, my uncle, with the thought 
Of what I am, and for what enterprise 
Chosen from among the people. Oh I be sure 
I shall remember thee, in whom I found 
A. parent's love when parents were unkind ; 
And, when the ominous broodings of my soul 
Were scoffed and made a mock of by all else, 
Thou for thy love didst hear me, and believe. 
Shall I forget these things ? " By this, Dunois 
Had armed ; the steeds stood ready at the gate. 
But then she feU upon the old man's neck, 
And cried, " Pray for me ; I shall need thy prayers ; 
Pray for me that I fail not in my hour." 
Thereat awhile, as if some awful thought 
Had oyerpowered her, on his neck she hung ; 
Then, rising with flushed cheek and kindling eye, 
"Farewell!" quoth she,"and live in hope. Anon 
Thou shalt hear tidings to rejoice thy heart, — 
Tidings of joy for all, but moat for thee ; 
Be this thy comfort." The old man received 
Her last embrace, and, weeping like a child, 
Scarcely through tears could see them on their 

steeds 
Spring up, and go their way. 

So on they went. 
And now, along the mountain's winding path, 
Upward they journeyed slow ; and now they 

paused. 
And gazed where o'er the plain the stately towers 
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Of Vaacouleur arose, in dislance seen, 
Dark and distinct. Below its castled keight, 
Through feir and fertile pastures, the deep Meuae 
Rolled glittering on. Domremi's cottages 
Gleamed in the sun hard by, — white cottages, 
That in the evening traveller's weary mind. 
Had wakened thoughts of comfort and of home, 
Makmg him yearn for rest. But on one spot, 
One little spot, the Virgin's eye was fixed, — 
Her native Arc Embowered the hamlet lay 
Upon the forest edge, whose ancient woods, 
With ail their infinite varieties, 
ISfow formed a mass of shade. The distant plain 
Rose on the horizon rich with pleasant groves, 
And vineyards in the greenest hue of spring, 
And streams now hidden on their winding way. 
Now issuing forth in light. 

The Maiden gazed 
Till all grew dim upon her dizzy eye. 
"Oh, what a blessed world were this," she cried, 
" But that the great and honorable men 
Have seized ihe earth, and of the heritage 
Which God, the Sire of all, to aU had given, 
Disherited their brethren 1 Happy those 
Who in the after-days shall live, when Time 
Hath spoken, and the multitude of years 
Taught wisdom to mankind!* Unhappy France! 
Fiercer than evening wolves, thy bitter foes 
Rush o'er the land, and desolate and kill.' 
Long has the widow's and the orphan's groan. 
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Accused Heaven's justice. But the liour is come: 
God hath inclined his ear, hath heard the voice 
Of mourning; and his anger is gone forth." 

Then said the Son of Orleans, " Holy Maid ! 
Fain would I know, if blameless I may seek 
Such knowledge, how the heavenly call was heard 
Firet in thy wakened soul ; nor deem in me 
Aught idly curious, if of thy past life 
I ask the slory. In the hour of age, 
If haply I survive to see this realm 
Delivered, precious then will be the thought 
That I have known the delegated Maid, 
And heard from her the wondrous ways of Heaven." 

" A simple tale," the missioned Maid replied ; 
■'Yet may it well employ the journeying hour, 
And pleasant ia the memory of tlie past. 

" Seeat thou, Sir Chief, where yonder forest skirts 
The Meuse, that in its winding mazes shows, 
Aa on the farther bank, the distant towers 
Of Vaucouleur? There, in the hamlet Are, 
My father's dwelling stands,' — a lowly hut; 
Yet nought of neediiil comfort did it lack : 
Fof in Lorraine there lived no kinder lord 
Than old Sir Robert; and my father Jaques 
In flocks and herds was rich, — a toiling man, 
Intent on worldly gwns; one in whose heart 
Afiection had no root I never knew 
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A parent's love ; for harsh my mother was, 
And deemed the care which infancy demaada 
Irksome and ill-repaid. Severe they were, 
And would have made me teai them ; but my soul 
Possessed the germ of inborn fortitude, 
And stubbornly I bore unkmd rebuke 
And aagry chastisement liet was the voice 
That spake in tones of tenderness most sweet 
To my young he'trt how ha\e I felt it leap 
With transpoi't when my Uncle Claude ap- 
proached ' 
For he would take mc on his knee, and tell 
Such wondroua tales as childhood loves to hear, 
Listening with eager eyes and open lips 
Devoutly in attention. Good old man ! 
Oh ! if I ever poured a prayer to Hea,ven 
Unhallowed by the grateful thought of him, 
Methinks the righteous winds would scatter it 
He was a parent to me, and his home 
Was mine, when in advancing years I found 
No peace, no comfort, in my father's house. 
With him I passed the pleasant evening hours, 
By day I drove my father's flock afield ; " 
And this was happiness. 

" Amid these wilds. 
Often to summer pasture have I driven 
The flock ; and well I know these woodland wilds. 
And every bosomed vale and valley stream 
Is dear to memory. I have laid me down 
Beside yon valley stream, that up the ascent 
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Scarce sends the sound of waters now, and watched 
The beck roll glittering to the noontide sun, 
And listened fo its ceaseless mormuring, 
Till all was hushed and tranquil in my soul, 
Filled with a strange and undefined delight 
That passed across the mind like summer clouds 
Over the vale at eve: their fleeting hues 
The ti-aveller cannot trace with Memory's eye; 
Tet he remembers weU how fair they were, 
How beautiful. 

" In solitude and peace 
Here I grew up, amid the loveliest scenes 
Of unpolluted nature. Sweet it was. 
As the white mists of morning rolled away, 
To see the upland's wooded heights appear 
Dark in the early dawn, and mark the slope 
With gorse-flowers glowing, as the sun illumed 
Their golden glory " with his deepening light ; 
Pleasant at noon beside the vocal brook 
To lay me down, and watch the floating clouds, 
And shape to Fancy's wild similitudes 
Their ever-varying forms 5 and oh how sweet 
To drive my flock at evening to the fold, 
And hasten to our little hut, and hear 
The voice of kindness bid me welcome home I 

" Amid the village playmates of my youth 
Was one whom riper years approved a friend. 
A gentle maid was my poor Madelon; 
I loved her as a sister, and long time 
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Her undivided tenderness possessed, 

Until a better and a holier tie 

Gave her one nearer friend; and then my heart 

Partook her happiness, for never lived 

A happier pair than Arnaud and his wife. 

" Lorraine was called to arms, and with her youth 
"Went Arnaud to the war. The morn was fair, 
Bright shone the sun, the birds sung cheerfully. 
And ^1 the fields seemed joyous in the spring: 
But to Domrenii wretched was that day; 
For there was lamentation, and the voice 
Of anguish, and the deeper agony 
That spake not. Never can my heart forget 
The feelings that shot through me, when the horn 
Gave its last call, and through the castle-gate 
The banner moved, and from the clinging arms 
Which hung on them, as for a last embi-aee, 
Sons, brethren, husbands, went. 

" More frequent now 
Sought I the converse of poor Bladelon ; 
For now she needed Friendship's soothing voice. 
All the long summer did she live in hope 
Of tidings from the war ; and, as at eve 
She with her mother by the cottage-door 
Sat in the sunshine, if a traveller 
Appeared at distance coming o'er the brow. 
Her eye was on him ; and it might be seen 
By the flushed cheek what thoughts were in her 
heart, 
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And, by the deadly paleness which ensued, 
How her heart died within her. So the days 
And weeks and months passed on ; and, when the 

leaves 
Fell in the autumn, a most painful hope 
That reason owned not, that with expectation 
Did never cheer her as she rose at morn. 
Still lingered in her heart, and stall at night 
Made disappointment dreadful. Winter came ; 
But Arnaud never from the war returned: 
He far away had perished ; and, when late 
The tidiogs of his certjwn death arrived. 
Sore with long anguish underneath that blow 
She sunk. Then would she sit and think all day 
Upon the past, and talk of happiness 
That never could return, as though she found 
Best solace in the thoughts which ministered 
To sorrow. And she loved to see the sun 
Go down, because another day was gone. 
And then she might retire to solitude 
And wakeful reeoDeclions, or perchance 
To sleep more wearying far than wakefulness, — 
Dreams of his safety and return, and starts 
Of agony : so neither liight nor day 
Could she find rest, hut pined and pined away. 

" Death 1 (o the happy thou art terrible ; 
Bat how the wretched love to tliink of thee, 
thou true comforter ! the friend of all 
Who have no friend beside ! '* By the sick-bed 
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Of Madelon I sat, when sure she felt 

The hour of her deliverance drawing near; 

I saw her eye kindle with heavenly hope ; 

I had her latest look of earthly love; 

I felt her hand's last pressure. Son of Orleans 1 

I would not wish to live to know that Iiour 

When 1 could think upon a dear friend dead, 

And weep not. But ihey are not bitter tears, 

Not painful now ; for Christ hath risen, first-fruita 

Of them, tkat slept, and we shall meet again, — 

Meet, not again to part : the grave hath lost 

Its viclorj". 

"I remember, as her bier 
"Went to the grave, a lark sprung up aloft, 
And soared amid the sunshine, carolling 
So full of joy, that, to the mourner's ear, 
More mournfully than dirge or passing bell 
The joyous cai'ol came, and made us feel, 
That, of the multitude of beings, none 
But man was wretched. 

" Then my soul awoke ; 
For it had slumbered long in happiness. 
And, never feeling misery, never thonght 
What others suffer. I, as best I might, 
Solaced the keen regret of Elinor ; 
And much my cares availed, and much her son's, 
On whom, the only comfort of her age, 
She centred now her love. A younger birth, 
Aged nearly as myself, was Theodore ; 
An ardent youth, who with the kindest care 
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Had sootlied his sister's sorrow. We had knelt 
By her deathbed together, and no bond 
la closer union knits two human hearts 
Than fellowship in grief. 

" It chanced, as once 
Beside the fire of Elinor I sat, 
The niglit was comfortless! ^^ loud blast howled; 
And, as we drew around the social hearth. 
We heard the rain beat htird. Driyeu by the 

A warrior marked our distant taper's light : 

We heaped the fire, and spread the friendly board. 

' 'Tia a rude night,' the stranger cried. ' Safe 

boused, 
Pleasant it is to hear the pelting rain. 
I, too, could be content to dwell in peace, 
Besting my head upon the lap of love, 
But that my country calls. When the winds roar, 
Eemember sometimes what a soldier suffers, 
And think on Conrade.' 

" Theodore replied, 
' Success go with thee ! Something we have known 
Of war, and tasted its calamity ; 
And I am well content to dwell in peace. 
Albeit inglorious, thanking the good God 
Who made me to be happy,' 

'"Did that God,' 
Cried Conrade, ' form thy heart for happiness. 
When Desolation royally careers 
Over thy wretched country? Did that Ciod 
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Form tliee for peace, ivhen Slaugliter is abroad, 
When her brooks run with, blood, and Rape and 

Murder 
Stalii Ihrougli lier flaming towns ? Live tliou in 

peace, 
Young man I Mj heart is human : I must feel 
For what my brethren suffer.' While lie spake, 
Such mingled passions charactered his face 
Of fierce ajid terrible benevolence, 
That I did tremble as I listened to him ; 
And in my heart tumultuous thoughts arose 
Of high g^chievements, indistinct and wild 
And vast, yet such they were as made me pant 
As though, by some divinity possessed. 

" ' But is there not some duty due to those 
We love ? ' said Theodore. ' Is there an employ 
More righteous than to cheer declining age, 
And thus with filial tenderness repay 
Parental care?' 

" ' Hard is it,' Conrade cried, 
' Ay, hard indeed, to part from those we love ; 
And I have suffered that severest pang, 
1 have left an aged mother; I have left 
One upon whom my heart has fastened all 
Its dearest, hest afifections. Should I live 
Till France shall see the blessed hour of peace, 
I shall return : my heart will be content, 
My duties then will have been weD dischai^d, 
And I may then be happy. There are those 
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Who deem such thoughts the fancies of a mind 
Strict beyond measure, and were well contettt 
If I should soften down my rigid nature, 
Even to inglorious ease, to honor me. 
But, pure of heart; and high in self-esteem, 
I must be honored by myself: all else. 
The breath of Fame, is as the unsteady wind 
Worthless.' 

" So saying, from his belt he took 
The encumbering sword, I held it, listening to him, 
And, wistless what I did, half froni the sheath 
Drew forth its glittering biade. I gazed upon it, 
And, shuddering as I touched ite edge, exehiimed, 
' How horrible it is with the keen sword 
To gore the finely fibred human frame ! 
I could not stiikc Ti lamb.' 

" He answered me ; 
' Maiden, thou «aj e^t well, I could not strike 
A lamb but, when the merciless invader 
Spares not giay age, and mocks the infant's shriek 
As it doth wiithe upon his cursed lance, 
And forces, to his foul embrace the wife 
Even where her slaughtered husband bleeds to 

deith 
Almighty Gtod! I should not be a man 
If I did let one weak and pitiful feeling 
Make mine arm impotent to cleave him down. 
Think well of this, young man ! ' "^ he cried, and 

took 
The hand of Theodore ; ' think well of this : 



iiM=.i>, Google 



JOAN OF ARC. BOOK I. 41 

As you are human, as you hope to live 
In peace amid the dearest joys of liome, 
Think well of this. You have a tender mother: 
As you do wish, that she may die in peace ; 
As you would even, to madness agonize 
To hear this maiden call on you in vain 
For help, and see her dragged, and hear her scream 
In the blood-reeking soldier's lustful grasp, — 
Think that there are such hon-ors ; '° that even now- 
Some city flames, and haply, as in Roan, 
Some famished babe on his dead mother's breast 
Tet hangs and puUs for food.'* Woe be to those 
By whom the evil comes ! and woe to him — 
For little less his guilt — who dwells in peace, 
When every arm is needed for the strife ! ' 

" When we had all betaken us to rest, 
Sleepless I lay, and in my mind revolved 
The high-souled warrior's speech. Then Madelon 
Eose in remembrance ; over her the grave 
Had closed ; her sorrows were not registered 
In the rolls of Ffeme : but, when the tears run down 
The widow's cheek, shall not her cry be heard 
In heaven against the oppressor? Will not Glod 
In sunder smite the unmerciful, and break 
The sceptre of the wicked ? "■ — Thoughts like these 
Possessed my soul, till at the break of day 
I slept ; nor did my heated brain repose 
Even then ; for visions, sent, as I believe. 
From the Most High, ai'ose. A high-towered town, 
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Hemmed in and girt witli e 

Where Famine on a heap of carcasses, 

Half envious of the unutterable feast, 

Marked the goi^ed raven clog hia beak with gore. 

I turned me then fo the besieger's camp. 

And there was revelry : a loud lewd iaugh 

Burst on mine ear, and I beheld the chiefs 

Sit at their feast, and plan the work of death. 

My soul grew sick within me ; I looked «p, 

Reproaching Heaven : lo ! from the clouds an arm 

As of the avenging angel was put forth. 

And from his hand a sword, like lightning, fell. 

" From that night I could feel niy burdened soul 
Heaving beneath incumbent Deity. 
I sate in silence, musing on the days 
To come, unheeding and unseeing all 
Around me, in that dreaminess of thought 
When every bodily sense is as it slept, 
And the mind alone is wakeful. I have heard 
Strange voices in the evening wind; strange forma 
Dimly discovered thronged the twilight air. 
The neighbors wondered at the sudden change ; 
They called me crazed ; and my dear uncle, too, 
Would sit, and gaze upon me wistfully, — 
A heaviness upon hia aged brow. 
And in his eye such sorrow, that my heart 
Sometimes misgave me. I had told him all 
The mighty future labormg in my breast, 
But that the hour, methought, not yet was come. 
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" At length I heard of Orleans, by the foe 
Walled in from human help ; thither all thoughts. 
All hopes, were turned ; that bulwark beaten down, 
All were the invaders. Then, my troubled soul 
Grew more disturbed ; and, shunning every eye, 
I loved to wander where the woodland shade 
Was deepest, there on mightiest deeds to brood 
Of shadowy vastness, such as made my heart 
Throb loud ; anon I paused, and, in a stat« 
Of half espoctance, listened to the wind. 

" There is a fountain in the forest called 
The Fountain of the Fairies ; " when a child. 
With a delightful wonder I have heard 
Tales of the elfln ti'ibe who on its banks 
Hold midnight revelry. An ancient oak, 
The goodliest of the forest, grows beside : 
Alone it stands, upon a green grass plat, 
By the woods bounded like some littie isle. 
It over hath been deemed their favorite tree ; 
They love to lie and roek upon its leaves," 
And bask in moonshine. Here the woodman leads 
His boy, and, showing him the green-sward marked 
"With darker circlets, says their midnight dance 
Hath traced the rings, and bids him spare the tree. 
Fancy had cast a spell upon the place 
Which made it holy, and the villagers 
Would say that never evil thing approached 
Unpunished there. The strange and fearful pleasure 
Which filled me by that solitary spring, 
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Ceased not in riper years ; and now it woke 
Deeper delight aad more mysterious awe. 

" A blessed spot! Oh, how my soul enjoyed 
Its lioly quietness ! with what delight, 
Escaping from mankind, I hastened there 
To solitude and freedom ! Thitherward, 
On a spring eve, I had betaken me ; 
And there I sat, and marked the deep red clouds 
Gather before the wind, — the rising wind, 
Whose sudden gusts, each wilder than the last. 
Appeared to rock my senses. Soon the night 
Darkened uround, aad the large rtundropa fell 
Heayy ; anon, tempestuously the gale 
Swept o'er the wood. Methought the thunder- 
shower 
FeU with refreshing coolness on my head ; 
And the hoarse dash of waters, and the rush 
Of winds that mingled with the forest roar. 
Made a wild music. On a rock I sat : 
The glory of the tempest filled my soul ; 
And when the thunders pealed, and the long flash 
Hung durable in heaven, and on my sight 
Spread the gray forest, memory, thought, were 

gone," 
All sense of self nnnihilate, I seemed 
Diffused into the scene. 

" At length a light 
Approached the spring; I saw my uncle Claude, 
His gray locks dripping with the midnight storm. 
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He came, and caught me in his arms, and cuicd, 
' My Grod ! my child is safe ! ' 

" I felt his words 
Pierce in my heart ; my soul was overcliarged ; 
I fell upoa his neck, and told him ail ; 
Grod was within me ; as I felt, I spalte, 
And he believed. 

"Ay, chieftain! and the world 
Sliall soon believe my mission ; for the Lord 
Will raise up indignation and pour out 
His wrath, and they shall perish who oppress." " 



THE SECOND BOOK. 

Anu now beneath the horizon westering slow 
Had sunk the orb of day : o'er all the vale 
A purple softness spread, save where some tree 
Its lengthened shadow stretched, or winding stream 
Mirrored the light of heaven, still traced distinct 
When twiUght dimly shrouded all beside. 
A grateful coolness freshened the calm air, 
And the lioarse grasshoppers their evening song 
Sung shrill and ceaseless,*' as the dews of night 
Descended. On their way the travellers wend. 
Cheering the road with converse, till at length 
They mark a cottage lamp, whose steady light 
Shone through the lattice : thitherward they turn. 
There came an old man forth ; his thin gray locks 
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Moved to the breeze, and on his withered face 
The characters of age were written deep. 
Them, loutiog low with rustic courtesy. 
He welcomed in ; on the white-embered hearth 
Heaped up fresh fuel, tlien with friendly care 
Spread out his homely board, and filled the bowl 
"With the red produce of the Tiae that arched 
His evening sesU : they of the plain repast 
Partook, and quaffed the pure and pleasant draught. 

" Strangers, your fare is homely," said their host ; 
" But such it is as we poor countrymen 
Earn with our toil : ia faith ye are welcome to it ! 
I, too, have borne'a lance in younger days ; 
And would that I were young again to meet 
These haughty English in the field of fight, 
Such as I was when on the fatal plain 
Of Agincourt I met them ! " 

" Wert thou, then, 
A sharer in that dreadful day's defeat?" 
Exclaimed tlie Bastard. " Didst thou know the 

Lord 
Of Orleans?" 

" Know him ? " cried the veteran. 
"I saw him, ere the bloody fight began, 
Riding from rank to rank, his beaver up, 
The long lance quivering in his mighty grasp. 
His eye was wrathful to an enemy ; 
But for his countrymen it had a smile 
Would win all hearts. Looking at thee, Sir Knight, 
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Mothinka I see him now : such was his eye, 
Gentle in peace, and such his manly brow." 

" No tongue but speaketh honor of that name ! " 
Excliumed Dunois. " Strangers and countrymen 
Alike revered the good and gallant chief. 
His vassals like a father loved their lord; 
His gates stood opea to the traveller; 
The pilgrim, when he saw his towers, rejoiced, 
For he had heard in other lands the fame 
Of Orleans. And he lives a prisoner still, 
Losing all hope because my arm so long 
Hath failed to win his liberty," 

He turned 
His head away, hiding the burning shame 
Which flushed his face. " But he shall live, 

Dunois," 
The missioned Maid replied, "but he shall live 
To hear good tidings ; hear of liberty, — 
Of his own liberty, — by his brofher's arm 
Achieved in well-won battle. He shall live 
Happy : the memory of his prisoned years ^ 
Shall heighten all his joys, and his gray haira 
Go to the grave in peace." 

"I would fain live 
To see that day," replied their ^ed host ; 
" How would my heart leap to behold again 
The gallant, generous chieftain! I fought by him. 
When all our hopes of victory were lost. 
And down his battered arms the blood streamed fast 
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Prom many a wound. Like wolves Uiey hemmed 

Fierce in unhoped-for conquest ; all around 
Our dead and djing countrymen lay heaped ; 
Tet still he strove. I wondered at his valor : 
There was not one who on that fatal day 
Fought bravelier." 

" Fatal was that day to France ! " 
Exclaimed the Bastard ; " there Alen^on fell. 
Valiant in vain ; there D' Albert, whose mad pride 
Brought the whole ruin on } there fell Brabant, 
Vaudemont, and filarle, and Bar and Faquenbei^, 
Our noblest warriors. The determined foe 
Fought for revenge, not hoping vietory, 
Desperately brave ; ranks fell on ranks before 

The prisoners of that shameful day outsuramed 
Their conquerors."^ 

" Yet believe not," Bertram cried, 
" That cowardice disgraced thy countrymen : 
They, by their leaders' arrogance led on 
"With heedless fury, found all numbers vain, 
All effort fruitless, there ; and hadst thou seen. 
Skilful as brave, how Henry's ready eye 
Lost not a thicket, not a hillock's aid, 
From his hearsed bowmen how the arrows flew ^ 
Thick as the snow-flakes and with lightning force, 
Thou wouldst have known such soldiers, such a 

Could never be subdued. 
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" But when the field 
Was won, and they who had escaped the fight 
Had yielded up their arms, it was foul work 
To turn on the defenceless prisoners 
The cruel sword of conquest.^ Girt around, 
I to their mercy had surrendered me, 
When, lo 1 1 heard the dreadful cry of death. 
Not as amid the fray, when man met man, 
And in fair combat gave the mortal blow ; 
Here the poor captives, weaponless and bound, 
Saw their stern victors draw again the sword, 
And groaned and strove in vain lo free their hands, 
And bade them think upon their plighted faith. 
And prayed for mercy in the name of God, 
In vain : the king had bade them massacre, 
And in their helpless prisoners' naked breasts 
They drove the weapon. Then I looked for death. 
And at that moment death was terrible; 
For the heat of fight was over. Of my tome 
I thought, and of my wife and little ones. 
In bitterness of heart. But the brave man. 
To whom the chance of war had made me thrall. 
Had pity, loosed my hands, and bade me fly. 
It was the will of Heaven that I should live 
Childless and old to think upon the past. 
And wish that I had perished." 

The old man 
Wept as he spake. " Ye may perhaps have heard 
Of the hard siege that Eoan so long endured. 
I dwelt there, strangers ; I had then a wife, 
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And I had cliUdren tenderly beloved, 
Who I did hope should cheer me in old age, 
And close mine eyes. The tale of misery 
Mayhap were tedious, or I could relate 
Much of that dreadful time." 

The Maid replied, 
Wishing of that devoted town to licar. 
Thus then the veteran : 

" So, by Heaven preserved, 
From the disastrous plain of Aginconrt^ 
I speeded homewards, and abode in peace. 
Henry, as wise as brave, had back to England ^ 
Led his victorious army, well aware 
That France was mighty ; that her warlike sons, 
Impatient of a foreigner's command, 
Might rise impetuous, and with multitudes 
Tread down the invaders. Wisely he returned ; 
For our proud barons in their private broils 
Wasted the strength of France. I dwelt at home. 
And, with the little I possessed content, 
Lived happily. A pleasant sight it was 
To see my children, as at eve I sat 
Beneath the vine, come clustering round my knee, 
That they might hear again the oft-told tale 
Of the dangers I had passed : their little eyes 
Would with such anxious eagerness attend 
The tale of life preserved, as made me feel 
Life's value. My poor children ! a hard fate 
Had they. But oft and bitterly I wish 
That God had to his mercy taken me 



iiM=.i>, Google 



JOAK OF A.KC. BOOK II, 51 

In childhood ; for it is a heavy lot 
To linger out old age in loneliness. 

"Ah me ! when war the masters of mankind, 
Woe to tile poor man ! If he sow his field, 
He shall not reap the harvest.; if he see 
Hia offspring rise around, his hoding heart 
Aches at the thought that they are multiplied 
To the sword. Again from England the fierce foe 
Came on our ravaged coasts. , In battle hold, 
Merciless in conquest, their yictorious king 
Swept like the desolating tempest round. 
Dainbieres submits ; on Caen's subjected wall 
The flag of Eagland waved. Roan still n 
Embattled Roan, bulwark of Normandy ; 
Kor unresisted round her massy walls 
Pitched they their camp. I need not tell, Sir 

Knight, 
How oft and boldly on the invading host 
We burst with fierce assault impetuous forth; 
For many were the warlike sons of Eoan.*'' 
One gallant citizen was famed o'er all 
For daring hardihood pre-eminent, — 
Blanchard. He, gathering round his countrymen, 
With his own courage kindling every breast, 
Had made them vow, before Almighty God," 
Never to yield them to the usurping foe. 
Before the God of hosts we made the vow ; 
And we had baffled the besieging power. 
Had not the patient enemy drawn around 
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In vain with fearful liearts along the Seine 
We strained the eye, and every distant wave 
Wliich in. the sunheam glittered, fondly thought 
The white siul of supply. Alas ! no more 
The white sail rose upon our aching sight ; 
For guarded was the Seine, and our stern foe 
Had made a league with Famine.'^ How my heart 
Sunk in me when at night I carried home 
The scanty pittance of to-morrow's meal ! 
You know not, strangers ! what it is to see 
The asking eye of hunger. 

" Still we strove, 
Expecting Eud ; nor longer force to force, 
Valor to valor, in the fight opposed, 
But to the exasperate patience of the foe. 
Desperate endurance."" Though with Christian 

zeal 
Ureino would have poured the balm of peace 
Into our wounds, Ambition's ear, best pleased 
With the war's clamor and tiie groan of death. 
Was deaf to prayer. Day after day passed on : 
We heard bo voice of comfort. From ihe walls 
Could we behold their savage Irish kerns °' — 
Euffians half-clothed, half-human, half-baptized ^ — 
Come with their spoil, mingling their hideous shouts 
With moan of weary flocks, and piteous low 
Of kine sore-ladon, in the mirthful camp 
Scattering abundance ; while the loathliest food 
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We prized above all price ; wliile in our streets 
The dying groan of hunger, and the cries 
Of famishing infants, echoed ; and we heard, 
With the strange selfishness of misery 
We heard, and heeded not. 

"TIiou wouldst have deemed 
Koan must l>ave fallen an easy sacrifice, 
Toung Tvamor I hadst thou seen our meagre limbs, 
And pale and shrunken cheeks, and hollow eyes ; 
Yet still we struggled bravely. Blanchard still 
Spake of the obdurate temper of the foe; 
Of Harfleur's wretched people driven out'' 
Houseless and destitute, while that stem king 
Knelt at the altar,^ and with impious prayer 
Gave God the glory, even while the blood 
That he had shed was reeking up to Heaven. 
He bade us think what mercy they had found 
Who yielded on the plain of Agincourt, 
And what the gallant sons of Caen, by him 
In cold blood slaughtered ; °^ then, his scanty food 
Sharing with the most wretched, he would bid us 
Bear with our miseries manfully. 

"Thus pressed, 
Lest all should perish thiis, our chiefs decreed 
Women and children, the infirm and old. 
All who were iiseiess in the work of war, 
Should forth and fake their fortune. Age, that 

makes 
The joys and sorrows of the distant years 
Like a half-remembered dream, yet on my heart 
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Leaves deep impressed the horrors of that hour. 
Then as our widow-wives clung round our necks, 
And the deep sob of anguish interrupted 
The prayer of parting, even the pious priest, 
As he implored his God to strengthen us. 
And told UB we should meet again in heaven, 
He groaned, and eursed ia bitterness of heart '* 
That merciless king. The wretched crowd passed 

My wife, my children, — through the gctes tliey 

passed ; 
Then the gates closed. Would I were in my grave, 
That I might lose remembrance ! 

" What ia man, 
That he can hear the groan of wretchedness, 
And feel no fleshly pang ? Why did the All-Good 
Create these warrior-scourges of mankind, — 
These who delight in slaughter? I did think 
There was not on this earth a heart so hard 
Could hear a famished woman ask for food, 
And feel no pity. Aa the outcast train 
Drew near, relentieaa Henry bade his troops 
Drive back the miserable multitude." 
They drove them to the walls : it was the depth 
Of winter: we had no relief to grant. 
The aged ones groaned io our foe in vain, 
The mother pleaded for her dying child. 
And they felt no remorse." 

The missioned Maid 
Kose from her seat; "The old and the infirm, 
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The mother and her babes ! and yet no lightning 
Blasted this man!" 

" Ay, lady ! " Bei-tram cried ; 
" And, when we sent the herald to implore 
His mercy " on the helpless, his stern face 
Assumed a sterner smile of callous scorn, 
And he replied in mockery. On the wall 
I stood, and watched the miserable outcasts, 
And every moment thought that Henry's heart, 
Hard as it was, would melt. All night I stood: 
Their deep groans came upon the midnight gale ; 
Fainter they grew, for the cold wintry wind 
Blew bleak ; fainter they grew, and at the last 
All was still, sare that ever and anon 
Some mother raised o'er her expiring child 
A cry of freazying anguish.'^ 

" From that hour, 
On all the busy turmoil of the world 
I looked with strange indifference, bearing want 
With the sick patience of a mind worn out ; 
Nor, when the traitor yielded up our town,*" 
Aught heeded I as through our ruined streets, 
Through putrid heaps of famished carcasses, 
The pomp of triumph passed. One pang alone 
I felt, when by that cruel king's command 
The gallant Blanchard died : ^' calmly he died, 
And, as lie bowed beneath the axu, thanked Grod 
That he had done his duty, 

" I survive, 
A solitary, friendless, wretched one. 
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Knowing no joy save in the certain hope 
That I shall soon be gathered to my sires, 
And soon repose, tiere where the wicked cease *^ 
From troubling, and the weary are at rest." 

" And happy," cried the delegated Maid, 
"And happy they who in that holy faith 
Bow meekly to the rod. A little while 
Shall they endure the proud man's contumely, 
The injuBtice of the great; a little while. 
Though shelterless they feel the wintry wiud, 
The wind shall whistle o'er their turf-grown 

grave. 
And all be peace helow. But woe to those, 
"Woe to the mighty ones, who send abroad 
Their ministers of death, and ^ve to Fury 
The flaming firebrand ! These indeed shall live. 
The heroes of the wandering minstrel's song ; 
But they have their reward : the innocent blood 
Steams up to Heaven against them, God shall 

The widow's groan." 

"I saw Mm," Bertram cried, 
" Henry of Agincourt, this mighty king. 
Go to his grave. The long procession passed 
Slowly fi-om town to town ; and when I heard 
The deep-toned dirge, and saw the banners wave 
A pompous shade,** and the tall torches cast 
In the mid-day sun a dim and gloomy Hgiit," 
I thought what he had been on earth who now 
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Was gone to his account, and blessed my God 
I was not such as lie." 

So spake the old man, 
And then his guests betook tliem to repose. 



THE THIRD BOOK. 

Fair dawned the morning, and the early sun 
Poured on tJie latticed cot a cheerful gleam ; 
And up the travellers rose, and on their way 
Hastened, their daageroiis way,^ through fertile 

tracts 
Laid waste by war. They passed the Auxerrois : 
The autumnal rains had beaten to the earth" 
The unreaped harvest; from the village church 
No even-song bell was heard; the shepherd's dog 
Preyed on the scattered flock, for there was now 
No hand to feed him, and upon the hearth, 
Where he had slumbered at his master's feet, 
Weeds grew and reptiles crawled. Or, if they 

Sometimes a welcome, those who welcomed them 
Were old and helpless creatures, lingering there 
Where they were bom, and where they wished to 

ITie place being all that they had left to love. 
They passed the Yonne, they passed the rapid Loire, 
Still urging on their way with cautious speed. 
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Shunning Auxerre, and Bar's embattled wall, 
And Eomorantin's towers. 

So journeying on, 
Fast by a spring, wliich welling at his feet 
With many a winding crept along the mead, 
A knight they saw, who there at his repast 
Let the west wind play round his ung^rt brow. 
Approaching near, the Bastard recognized 
That faithful friend of Orleans, the brave chief 
Du Chastel ; and, their mutual greeting passed, 
They on the streamlet's mossy bank reclined 
Beside him, and bis frugal fare partook, 
And drank the running waters. 

"Art thou bound 
For the court, Dunois ? " exclaimed the aged knight. 
"I thought thou hadst been far away, shut up 
In Orleans, where her valiant sons the siege 
Eight loyally endm^." 

" I left the town," 
Dunois replied, " thiuldng that my prompt speed 
Might seize the enemy's stores, and with fresh force 
Re-ent«r. Falstolffe's better fate prevailed ; *' 
And from the field of shame my maddening horse 
Bore me, an arrow having pierced his flank. 
Worn out and faint with that day's dangerous foil. 
My deep wounds bleeding, vainly with weak hand. 
I checked the powerless rein. Wor anght availed 
When healed at length, defeated and alone 
Again to enter Orleaos. In Lorraine 
I sought to raise new powers, and now returned 
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With strangest and most unexpected aid. 
Sent by high Heaven, I seek the court, and thence 
To that beleaguered town shall lead such force, 
That the proud Enghsh in their fields of blood 
Shall perish." 

" I, too," Tanneguy replied, 
"In the field of battle once ^ain perchauce 
May serve my royal master : in his cause 
My youth adventured much, nor can my age 
Find better close than in the clang of arms 
To die for him whom I have lived to serve.** 
Thou art for the court. Son of the chief I loved I 
Be wise by my eicperience. He who seeks 
Court-favor, ventures like a boy who leans 
Over the brink of some high precipice 
To reach the o'erhanging fruit.** Thou seest me 

A banished man, Dunois I ^ so to appease 
Bichemont, who, jealous of the royal ear. 
With midnight murder leagues, and down the 

Sends the blaek carcass of bis strangled foe." 
Now, confident of strength, at the king's feet 
He stabs the king's best friends, and then demands, 
As with a conqueror's imperious tone. 
The post of honor. Son of that good duke 
Whose death my arm avenged ! ^^ may all thy days 
Be happy ! Serve thy country in the field ; 
But, in the hour of peace, amid thy friends 
Dwell thou without ambition." 
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So he spake ; 
]5ut wlien t!ie Bastai'd told his wonrlrous tale, 
How interposing Heayen had its high aid 
Youehsafed to France, the old man's eyea flashed 

fire, 
And, rising from the bank, hia ready steed, 
That grazed beside, he mounted. " Farewell, 

friend 1 
And tliou, the Delegate of Heaven ! " he cried. 
" I go to do aij part, and we shall meet 
At Orleans." Saying thus, he spurred away. 

They jouraey on their way till Chinon's towers 
Bose on the distant view, — the royal seat 
Of Charles, while Paris with her servile sons, 
A headstrong, mutable, ferocious race, 
Bowed to the invader's yoke ; city even then 
Above all cities noted for dire deeds ! 
Tet doomed to be the scene of blacker guilt, 
Opprobry more enduring, crimes that called 
For heavier vengeance, than in those dark days 
When the Bui^undian faction filled thy streets 
With carnage.*' Twice hast thou since then been 

A horror and a warning to all lands, — 

When kingly power conspired with papal craft 

To plot and perpetrate that massacre. 

Which neither change of calendar, nor lapse 

Of time, shall hide from memory, or efface ; 

And when, in more enlightened days, — so deemed, 
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So vaunted, — the astonislied nations saw 
A people, to their own devices !eft, 
Therefore as by judicial frenzy stricken, 
Lawless and godless, fill the whole wide realm 
With terror, and with wickedness and woe, — 
A more astounding judgment than ivhen Heaven 
Showered on the cities of the accursed plain 
Its fire and sulphur down. 

In Paris now 
The invader triumphed. On an infant's head 
Had Bedford placed the crown of Charlem^ne ; 
-And factious nobles bowed the subject knee. 
And owned an English infant for their king, 
False to their own liege lord. 

" Beloved of Heaven ! " 
Then said the Son of Orleans to the Maid, 
" Lo ! these the wails of Chinon, — this the abode 
Of Charles, our monarch. Here in revelry, 
He, of his armies vanquished,- his fair towns 
Subdued, hears careless and prolongs the dance. 
And little marvel I that to the cares 
Of empire still he turns the unwilling car ; 
For loss on loss, defeat upon defeat, 
His strongholds taken, and his bravest chiefs 
Or alain or captured, and the hopes of youth 
Ail blasted, have subdued the royal mind, 
TJndiaciptined in Fortitude's stem schcwl. 
So may thy voice arouse his sleeping virtue ! " 

The missioned Maid replied, " Do thou, Dunois, 
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Announce my mission to the royal ear. 
I on the river's winding bant the while 
Win roam, collecting for the interyiew 
My thoughts, though firm, yet troubled. Who 

essays 
Achievements of great import will perforce 
Fee! the heart heave ; and in my breast I own 
Such perturbation." 

On the banks of Vienne 
Devious the Dumsel turned, while through the gale 
The Son of Orleans pressed with hasty step 
To seek the king. Him from the public view 
He found secluded with his blameless queen, 
And his partaker of the unlawful bed, 
The lofty-minded Agnes. 

" Son of Orleans ! " 
So, as he entered, cried the haughty fair, 
" Thou art well come to witness the disgraee. 
The weak, unmanly, base despondency. 
Of this thy sovereign liege. He wiU retreat 
To distant Dauphiny,^ and fly the war ! 
Gio, then, unworthy of thy rank ! retreat 
To distant Dauphiny, and fly the war, 
Reci'eant from battle! I will not partake 
A fugitive's fate : when thou hast lost thy ci-own, 
Thou losest Agaea. Dost not blush, Dunois ! 
To bleed in combat for a prince like this, — 
Fit only, like the Merovingian race 
On a May morning decked with flowers,"' to 

mount 
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His gay-bedizened car, and ride abroad, 

And make the multitude & holiday ? 

Go, Charles ! and hide thee in a woman's garb, 

And these long looks will not disgrace thee then ! " ^' 

" Nay, Agnes ! " Charles replied, " repi-oaeh me 

I have enough of sorrow. Look around ; 

See this fair country ravaged by the foe. 

My strongholds taken, and my bravest friends 

Fallen in the field, or captives far away. 

Dead is the Douglas ; cold thy gallant heart, 

lUustrious Buchan ! ye from Scotland's hills, 

Not mindless of your old aUy distressed. 

Came to his succor; in his cause ye fought, 

For him ye perished. Eash, impetuous Narbonne ! 

Thy mangled corse waves to the winds of heaven ; ^ 

Cold, Graville ! is thy sinewy arm in death ; 

Fallen is Venfadaur ; silent in the grave 

Eambowillet sleeps ; Bretagne's unfaithful chief 

Leagues with my foes ; and Richemont °* or in arms 

Defies my weak control, or from my side, 

A friend more dreaded than the enemy. 

Scares my best servants with the assassin's sword. 

Soon must beleaguered Orleans faU. — But now 

A truce to these sad thoughts ! We are not yet 

So utterly despoiled but we can spread 

The friendly board, and giving thee, Dunois, 

Such welcome as befits thy father's son. 

Win from our public cares a day for, joy." 



iiM=.i>, Google 



64 southey's poems. 

Dunois replied, " So may thy future years 
Pass from misfortune free, as all these ills 
Shall vaaish like a yision of the night I 
I come to thee the joyful messenger 
Of aid from Heaven ; for Heaven hath delegated 
A humhle Maiden to deliver France. 
That holy Maiden asks an audience now; 
And, when she promises miraculous things, 
I feel it is not possible to hear 
And disbelieve." 

Astonished by his speech. 
Stood Charles. " At one of meaner estimation 
I should have smiled, Dunois," the king replied ; 
"Bat thy known worth, and the tried loyalty 
Of thy father's house, compel me even to this 
To lend a serious ear, A woman sent 
To rescue us, when all our strength hath failed ! 
A humble Maiden to deliver France ! 
One whom it were not possible to hear 
And disbelieve ! Dunois, ill now beseems 
Aught wUd and hazardons ; and yet, our state 
Being what it is, by miracle alone 
Deliverance can be hoped for. Is iny person 
Known to this woman?" 

"That it cannot be. 
Unless it be by miracle made known," 
Dunois replied; "for she hath never left 
Her native hamlet in Lorraine till now." 

" Here, then," rejoined the king, " we have a test 
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Easy, and safe withal. Abide thou here; 

And hither by a speedy messenger 

Summon the Prophetess. Upon the throne 

Let some one take hia seat, and personate 

My presence, while I mingle in the train. 

If she indeed be by the Spirit moved, 

That Spirit, certea, will direct her eyes 

To the true prince whom she is seut to serve ; 

But if she prove, as likeliest we must deem, 

One by her own imaginations crazed, 

Thus failing and convinced, she may return 

Unblamed to her obscurity, and we 

Be spared the shame of farther loss incurred 

liy credulous faith. Well might the English scoff,** 

If on a fi-antic woman we should rest 

Our last reliance." Thus the king resolved ; 

And, with a faith half faltering at the proof, 

Dunois despatched a messenger to seek. 

Beside the banks of Vienne, the missioned Maid. 

Soon is tlie court convened; the jewelled crown 
Shines on a courtier's head. Amid the train 
The monarch undistinguished takes his place, 
Expectant of the event. The Vir^n comes, 
And, as the Bastard led her to the throne, 
Quick glancing o'er the mimic majesty, 
With gesture and with look like one inspired 
She fixed her eye on Charles:" "Tliou art the 

king!" 
Then, in a tone that thrilled all hearts, pursTied: 
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"I come, the appointed Minister of Heaven, 
To wield a sword before whose fated edge 
Far, far from Orleans shall the English wolves 
Speed their disastrous flight. Monarch of France ! 
Send thou tte tidings over al! ihe realm, — 
Great tidings of deliverance and of joy : 
The Maid is come, the missioned Blaid, whose hand 
Shall in the consecrated walls of Rheims 
Crown thee, anointed king."°^ 

In wonder mute 
The courtiers heard. Astonished Charles ex- 

clmmed, 
" This is indeed the i^ency of Heaven ! 
Hard, Miudeii, were I of helief," he said, 
" Did I not now, with full and confirmed faith. 
Receive thee as a Prophetess raised up 
For our deliverance. Therefore, not in doubt 
Of Providence or thee do I delay 
At once to marshal our brave countrymen 
Beneath thy banner, but to satisfy 
Those who at distance from this most clear proof 
Might hear and disbelieve, or yield at best 
A cold consent. These fully to confirm, 
And more to make thy calling manifest, 
Forthwith with all due speed I will convene 
The doctors of theology,"^ — wise men, 
And learned in tJie mysteries of Heaven. 
By them thy mission studied and approved, 
As needs it must, their sanction te all minds 
Will bring conviction, and the sure belief 
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Lead on thy favored troops to mightiest deeds, 
Surpassing human possibihty." 

Well pleased the Maiden heard. Her the king 

From the disbanding tiirong, moaiitime to dwell 

With Mary, Watchful for her lord's return, 

She sat with Agnes, — Agnea proud of heart, 

Majestically fair, whose large full eye 

Or flashing anger, or with scornful scowl. 

Too oft deformed her beauty. Yet with her, 

The lawless idol of the monarch's heart. 

The queen, obedient to her husband's will. 

Dwelt meekly in aocord. With them the M^d 

Was left to sojourn ; by the gentle queen 

With cordial affability received; 

By Agues courteously, whose outward show 

Of graeiousness concealed an inward awe ; 

For, while she hoped and trusted through her 

Charles should be re-established in his realm. 
She felt rebuked before her. 

Through the land 
Meantime the king's convoking voice went forth. 
And from their palaces and monasteries 
The theologians came, men who had grown 
In midnight studies gray ; prelates and priests 
And doctors ; teachers grave, and with great names, 
Seraphic, Subtile, or Irrefragable, 
By their admiring scholars dignified. 
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They met convened at Chinon, to the place 
Of judgment, in St. Catharine's fane assigned. 
The floor with many a monumental stone 
Was spread, and brass-easculptured effigies 
Of holy abbots honored in their day, 
Now to the grave gone down. Tlie branching arms 
Of many a ponderous pillar met aioft, 
Wreathed on the roof embossed. Thi-ough storied 

panes 
Of high-arched windows came the tinctured light. 
Pure water in a font beneath reflects 
The many-colored rays: around that font 
The fathers stand, and there with rites ordained 
And signs symbolic strew the hallowing salt, 
Wherewith the limpid water, consecrate, 
So taught the church, became a spell approved 
Against the fiends of Satan's fallen crew ; 
A licit spell of mightier potency 
Than e'er the hell-hags taught in Thessaly ; 
Or they who sitting on the rifled grave. 
By the blue tomb-fire's lurid light dim seen, 
Share with the ghouls their banquet. 

This performed, 
The Maid is summoned. Eoimd the sacred font, 
Marked with the mystic tonsure and enrobed 
In saured vests, a venerable train, 
They stand. The delegated Mtud obeys 
Their summons. As she came, a blush suffused 
Her pallid cheek, such aa might well beseem 
One mindful still of mai' 
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Though to her mission true. Before the tnun, 
In reverent silence waiting their sage wiU, 
With lialf-aTerted eye she stood composed. 
So have I seea a single snowdrop rise 
Amid the russet leaves that hide the earth 
In early spring; so seen it gently bend 
In modest loveliness alone amid 
The waste of winter. 

By the Maiden's side 
The Son of Orleans stood, prepared to vouch 
That when on Charles the Maiden's eye had fixed 
As led by power miraeulous, no fraud, 
Nor juggling artifice of secret sign, 
Dissembled inspiration. As he stood 
Steadily viewing the mysterious rites, 
Thus to the attentive Maid the president 
Severely spake : 

" If any fiend of hell 
Lurk ill thy bosom, so to prompt the vaunt 
Of inspiration, and to mock the power 
Of Gcod aud holy church, — thus, by the virtue 
Of water hallowed in the name of Gtod, 
Adjure I that foul spirit to depart 
From his deluded prey." 

Slowly he spake, 
And sprinkled water on the Virgin's face. 
Indignant at the unworthy charge, the Maid 
Felt her cheek flush ; but soon, the transient glow 
Fading, she answered meek : 

" Most holy sires, 
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Ye reverend fathers of the Christian church, 
Most catholic ! I staad beibre joa here 
A poor, weak woman ; of the grace vouchsafed, 
How far unworthy, conscious; yet, though mean, 
Innocent of fraud, and called by Heaven to be 
Ita minister of aid. Strange voices heard. 
The dark and shadowing visions of the night. 
And feehngs which I may not dare to doubt, — ■ 
These portents make me certain of the God 
Within me ; He who to these eyes revealed 
My royal master, mingled with the crowd, 
And never seen till then. Such evidence 
Given to my vision thus, and thus confirmed 
By public attestation, more to say, 
Methinks, would little boot; and leas, become 
A silly maid." 

" Thou speakest," said the priest, 
" Of dark and shadowing visions of the night. 
Canst thou remember. Maid, what vision (ii-st 
Seemed more than Fancy's shaping ? From such 

ttle, 
Minutelj told with accurate circumstance. 
Some judgment might be formed." 

The Maid replied; 
" Amid the mouafain-valleys I hfid driven 
My father's flock. The eve was drawing on. 
When, by a sudden storm surprised, I sought 
A chapel's neigliboring shelter; ruined now, 
But I remember when its vesper-bell 
Was heard among the hilts, a pleasant sound. 
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Tiiat ma^e me pause upoa my homeward road, 

Awakening in me comfortable thoughts 

Of holiness. The unsparing soldiery 

Had sacked the hamlet near, and none was left 

Duly at sacred seasons to attend 

St. Agnes' chapel," la the desolate pile 

I drove my flock, with no irreverent thoughts. 

Nor mindless that the place on which I trod 

Was holy ground. It was a fearful night. 

Devoutly to the virgin-saiut I prayed. 

Then heaped the withered leaves which autumn 

Had drifted in, and laid me down upon them ; 

And sure I think I slept. But so it was, 

That, in the dead of night, St. Agnes stood 

Before mine eyes, such and so beautiful 

As when, amid the house of wickedness. 

The Power whom with such fervent love she 

served 
Veiled her with glory ; " and I saw her point 
To the moss-gi'own altar, and the crucifix 
Half hid by weeds and grass ; and then I thought 
I could have withered armies with a look, 
For from the present saint such divine power 
I felt infused. 'Twas but a dream, perhaps ; 
And yet methought, that, when a louder peal 
Burst o'er the roof, and all was left again 
Utterly dark, the bodily sense was clear 
And accurate in every circumstance 
Of time and place." 
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Attentive to her words, 
Thus the priest answered : 

" Brethren ! ye have heard 
The woman's lale. Behooves us now to ask 
Whether of holy chureh a duteous child 
Before our court appears, so not unlike 
Heaven might vouchsafe its gracious miracle ; 
Or misbelieving heretic, whose thoughts, 
Erring and vain, easily might stray beyond 
All reason, and conceit strange dreams and signs 
Impossible. Say, woman ! from thy youth 
Hast thou, as rightly Mother Church demands. 
Confessed at stated times thy secret sins. 
And, from the priestly power conferred by Heaven, 
Sought absolution ? " 

" Father," she replied, 
" The forms of worship in mine earlier years 
Waked my young mind to artifieial awe, 
And made me fear my God. Warm with the glow 
Of health and exorcise, whene'er I passed 
The threshold of the house of prayer I felt 
A cold damp chill me ; I beheld the tapers. 
That, with a pale and feeble glimmering, 
Dimmed the noonlight ; I heard the solemn mass. 
And, with strange feelings and mysterious dread 
Telling my beads, gave to the mystic prayers 
Devoutest meaning. Often, when I saw 
The pictured flames writhe round a penanced soul, 
I knelt in fear before the crucifix, 
And wept and prayed and trembled, and adored 
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A God of terrors ; but in riper years, 

When as my soul grew strong in solitude, 

I saw the eternal energy pervade 

The boundless range of nature, with the sun 

Pour life and radiance from his flamy path. 

And on the lowhest floweret of the field 

The kindly dewdropa shed ; aod then I felt 

That He who formed this goodly frame of things 

Must needs be good, and with a Father's name 

I called on him, and from my burdened heart 

Poured out the yearnings of unmingled love, 

Methinks it is not strange, then, that I fled 

The house of prayer, and made the lonely grove 

My temple, at the foot of some old oak 

Watching the little tribes that had their world 

Within its mossy bai'k ; or laid me down 

Beside the rivulet whose murmuring 

Was silence to my soui,'' and marked the swarm 

Whose light-edged shadows on the bedded sand . 

Mirrored their mazy sports, — the insect hum, 

The flow of waters, and the song of birds, 

Making a holy music to mine ear. 

Oh ! was it strange, if for such scenes as these, 

Such deep devoutness, such intense delight 

Of quiet adoration, I forsook 

The house of worship ? — strange that when I feit 

How God had made my spirit quick to feel 

And love whate'er was beautiful and good. 

And front aught evil and deformed to shrink 

Even as with instinct, — fiither I was it strange 
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That in my heart I had no thought of sin, 
And did not need forgiveness ? " 

As she spake, 
The doctors stood astonished, aad some while 
They listened atiU in wonder. But at length 
A mont replied : 

"Woman, thou seem'st to score 
The ordinances of our holy church ; 
And, if I rightly understand thy words, 
Nature, thou say'st, taught thee in solitude 
Thy ieelings of religion, and that now 
Masses and ahsolutioii, and the use 
Of the holy wafer, are to thee unknown. 
But how eould Nature teach thee true religion, 
Deprived of these ? Nature doth lead' to sin ; 
'But 'tis the priest alone can teach remorse. 
Can bid St. Peter ope the gates of heaven, 
And from the penal flres of purgatory 
Set the soul free. Could Nature teach thee this ; 
Or tell thee that St. Peter holds the keys. 
And that his successors' unbounded power 
Extends o'er either world ? Although thy life 
Of siu were free, if of this holy truth 
Ignorant, thy soul in liquid flames must rue 
Its error." 

Thus he spake : applauding looks 
"Went round. Nor, dubious to reply, the Maid 
Was silent; 

" Fathers of the holy church I 
If on these points abstruse a simple maid 
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Like me should err, impute not you the crime 

To self-willed reason, vaunting its own strength 

Above eternal wisdom. True it is 

That for long time I have not heard the sound 

Of mass high-chanted, nor with trembling lips 

Partook the holy wafer; yet the birds, 

"Who to the matin ray prelusive poured 

Their joyous soDg, methought did warble forth 

Sweeter thanksgiving to Keligion'a ear, 

In their wild melody of happiness, 

Thaa ever rung along the high-arched roofs 

Of man ; yet never from the bending vine 

Plucked I its ripened clusters thanklessly, 

Or of that God unmindful who bestowed 

The bloodless banquet. Ye have told me, sirs, 

That Nature only teaches man to sin : 

If it be ain to seek the wounded lamb. 

To bind its wounds, and bathe them with my KsaiE 

This is what Nature taught! No, fathers, no! 

It is not Nature that doth lead to sin : 

Nature ia all benevolence, all love, 

All beauty. In the greenwood's quiet shade, 

There is no vice that to the indignant cheek 

Bids the red current rush ; no misery there ; 

No wretched mother, who, with pallid face 

And famine-fallen, hangs o'er her hungry babes, 

With such a look, so wan, so woe-hegone, 

As shall one day, with damning eloquence, 

Against the oppressor plead. Nature teach sin ! 

Oh blasphemy against the Holy One, 
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Who made us in the image of himself! 
Who made us all for happiness and love, 
Infinite happiness, infinite love, — 
Partakers of his own eternity ! " 

Solemn and slow the reverend priest replied; 
" Much, woman, do I doubt that all-wise Heaven 
Would thus vouchsafe its gracious miracles 
On one foredoomed to misery ; for so doomed 
Is that deluded one, who of the mass 
Unheeding, and the church's saving power, 
Deems nature sinless. Therefore, mark me well ! 
Brethren, I would propose this woman try 
The holy ordeal. Let her, hound and searched. 
Lest haply in her clothes should be concealed 
Some holy relic so profaned, be cast 
In some deep pond: there if she float, no doubt 
The fiend upholds ; but -if at once she sink, 
It is a sign that Providence displays 
Her free from witchcrail. This done, iet her 

Blindfold and bare o'er ploughshares heated red, 
And, o'er these past, her naked arm immerse 
In scalding water. If from these she come 
Unhurt, to holy father of the church. 
Most blessed pope, we then refer the cause 
For judgment; and this chief, the Son of Orleans, 
Who comes to vouch the roj'al person known 
By her miraculous power, shall pass with her 
The sacred trial." 
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" Grace of God ! " exclaimed 
The astonished Bastard ; " plunge me in the pool, 
O'er red-hot ploughshares make me skip, to please 
Your dotard fancies 1 Fathers of the church ! 
Where is your gravity? What! elder-like 
Would ye this fairer than Susannah eye ? 
Ye call for ordeals ; and I, too, demand 
The noblest ordeal, on the English host 
By victory to approve her mission sent 
From favoring Heaven. To the pope refer 
For judgment! Know ye not that France even now 
Stands tottering on destruction ? " 

Starting then 
With a wild look, the missioned Maid exclaimed, 
" The eword of God is here ! the grave shall speak 
To manifest me ! " 

Even as she spake, 
A pale-blue flame rose from the trophied tomb 
Beside her; and within (hat house of death 
A sound of arms was heard, as if below 
A warrior, buried in his armor, stirred, 

" Hear ye I " the Damsel cried ; " these arc the 

Which shall flash terror o'er the hostile host : 
These, in the presence of our lord the king 
And of the assembled people, I will take 
Here from the sepulchre, where many an age. 
They, incorruptible, have lain concealed, 
For me reserved, the Delegate of Heaven," 
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Recoveriiig from amaze, the priest replied 
" Thou art indeed the Delegate of Heaven ! 
"What thou hast said surely thou shalt perfor 
We ratify thy mission. Go in peace." 



THE FOURTH BOOK. 

The feast was spread, the sparkling bowl went 

Ajid in the assembled court the minstrel harped 
A song of other days. Sudden they heard 
The horo's loud blast. " This is no time for cares i 
Feast ye the messenger without I " cried Charles : 
"Enough hath of the wearying day been given 
To the public weal." 

Obedient to the king, 
The guard invites the way-worn messenger. 
" Nay, I will see the monarch," he replied, 
" And he must hear my tidings : duty-urged, 
I have for many a'long league hastened on, 
Not thus to be repelled." Then, with strong ann 
B«moving him who barred his onward way, 
The hall he entered. 

" King of France ! I come 
Frofli Orleans, speedy and effectual aid 
Demanding for her gallant garrison, 
Faithful to thee, though thinned in many a fight, 
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And now sore pressed by want. Rouse thou thy- 
self, 
And, with the spirit that becomes a king 
Responsive to his people's loyalty, 
Bring succor to the brave who in thy cause 
Abide the extremity of war." 

He said, 
And, from, the hall departing, in amaze 
At his audacious bearing left the court. 
The king exclaimed, " But little need to send 
Quick succor to this gallant garrison. 
If to the English half so firm a front 
They bear in battle ! " 

" In the field, my liege," 
Dunois replied, "yon knight hath served thee 

Him have I seen the foremost of the fight, 
Wielding so manfuUy his battle-axe, 
That, wheresoe'er he turned, the affrighted foe 
Let fall their palsied arms with powerless stroke. 
Desperate of safety. I do marvel much 
That he ia here : Orleans must be hard pressed 
To send the bravest of her garrison 
On such commission." 

Swift tlie Maid exclaimed, 
" [ tell thee, chief! that there the English wolves 
Shall never rdse their yells of victory. 
The will of God defends those fated wails ; 
And, resting in full faith on that high will, 
I mock their efforts. But the night draws on; 
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Retire we fo repose. To-morrow's sun, 
Breaking the darkness of tlie sepulchre, 
Shall on that armor gleam, through many an age 
There for this great emergeney reserved." 
She said, and, rising from the board, retired. 

Meantime the herald's bra;!en voice proclaimed 
Coming solemnity, and far and wide 
Spread the glad tidings. Then all labor ceased : 
The ploughman from the unfinished furrow hastes ; 
The armorei-'s anvil beats no more the din 
Of future slaughter. Through tlie thronging 

The buzz of asking wonder hums along. 

On to St. Catharine's sacred fane they goj 
The boly fathers with the imaged cross 
Leading the long procession. Next, as one 
Suppliant for mercy U> the ICmg of tings, 
And grateful for the benefits of Heaven, 
The monarch passed, and by his side the Maid : 
Her lovely limbs robed in a snow-white vest, 
Wistless that every eye on her was bent. 
With stately step she moved, her laboring soul 
To high thoughts elevate, and gazing round 
With a full eye, that, of the circling throng 
And of the visible world unseeing, seemed 
Fixed upon objects seen by none beside. 
Near her, the warlike Son of Orleans came 
Pre-eminent : he, nen-ing his young frame 
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"With exercise robust, had scaled the clifF, 
And, plunging in the rivei^'s full-swoln sti'eam, 
Stemmed with broad breast its current ; so his form, 
Sinewy and liria, and lit for deeds of aims, 
Towered above the tlii'ong effeminate. 
!No diunty bath had from his hardy limbs 
Effaced the hauberk's honorable marks ; ** 
His helmet bore of hostile steel the dints 
Many and deep ; upon Ma pictured shield 
A lion vwnly struggled in the toils. 
Whilst by hfe side the cub with pious rage 
Assailed the huntsman. Tremouille followed them, 
Proud of the favor of a prince who seemed 
Given up to vain delights ; conspicuous he 
In arms with azure and with gold annealed. 
Gaudily graceful, by no hostile blade 
Defaced, nor e'er with hostile blood distaimed; 
Trimly accoutred court-habiliments, 
Gay lady-dazzling armor, fit to adom 
Tourney or tilt, the gorgeous pageantry 
Of mimic wai-fare. After him there came 
A train of courtiers, — summer flies that sport 
In the sunbeam of favor, insects sprung 
From the court dunghill, greedy bloodsuckers. 
The foul con'uption-gendered swarm of state. 

As o'er some flowery field the busy bees 
Fill with their happy hum the fragrant air, 
A grateful music to the traveller. 
Who, in the shade of some widc-sprea^ling tree, 
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Bests on. his way awhile ; or like the sound 
Of many waters down some far-off steep 
Holding their endless com^e, — the murmur rose 
Of admiration. Every gazing eye 
Dwelt on the Prophetess ; of ajl heaide, 
The loag procession and the gorgeous train, 
Though gUttering they with gold and spai'kling gems, 
And their rich plumes high waving to the air, 
Heedless. 

The consecrated dome they reach, 
Beared to St. Catharine's holy memory. 
Her tale the altar told; how Maximin, 
His raised lip kindled with a savage smile, 
In such deep fury bade the tentered wheel 
Eend her life piecemeal, that the very face 
Of the hard executioner relaxed 
With pity. Calm she heard, no drop of blood 
Forsook her cheek, her steady eye was turned 
Heavenward, and hope and meekest piety 
Beamed in that patient look. Nor vain her trust ; 
For, lo I the angel of the Lord descends, 
And crumbles with his fiery touch the wheel ! 
One glance of holy triumph Catharine cast, 
Then bowed her to the sword of martyrdom.^ 

Her eye averting from the pictured tale, 
The delegated Damsel knelt and poured 
To Heaven her earnest prayer. 

A trophied tomb 
Stood near the altar, where some waiTior slept 
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The sleep of death beneatli. A massy stoae 
And rade-enseulptured effigy o'erlaid 
The sepulchre. In silent wonderment, 
The expectant multitude with eager eye 
Gaze, listening as the matloijk's heavy stroke 
Invades the tomb's repose ; the heavy stroke 
Sounds hollow ; over the high-vaulted roof 
Roll the repeated echoes ; soon the day 
Dawns on the grave's long night, the slant sunheam 
Palls on the arms enshrined, the crested helm, 
The haldrick, and the shield, and sacred sword."' 
A sound of awe-repressed astonishment 
Eose from the crowd. The delegated Maid 
Over her robes the hallowed breastplate tlirew, 
Self-fitted to her form ; on her hehued head 
The white plumes nod, majestically slow ; 
She lifts the buckler and the sacred sword, 
Gleaming portentous light. 

The wondering crowd 
Kaise their loud shout of transport. " God of 

heaven 1 " 
The Maid exclaimed, " Father all-merciful ! 
Devoted to whose holy wOl, I wield 
The sword of vengeance, go before our host 
All-just Avenger of the innocent ! 
Be thou our Champion. God of peace ! preserve 
Those whom no lust of glory leads to arms." 

She ceased, and with an eager hush the crowd 
SHU listened ; a brief while, throughout the dome 
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Deep silence dwelt; then, with a sudden burst 
Devout and full, they raised the choral hymn : 
" Thee, Lord, we pr^se, our God ! " The throng 

without 
Catch the atrange tidings, join the hymn of joy, 
And thundering transport peals along the heaven. 

As tlirough the parting crowd the Virgin passed, 
He who from Orleans on the yesternight 
Demanded sueeor, clasped with warmth her hand. 
And with a bosom-thrillmg voice exd^med, 
" Ill-omened Mwd, victim of thine own worth, 
Devoted for this king-curst realm of France ! — 
Ill-omened Maid ! I pity thee." So saying. 
He turned into the crowd. At his strange words 
Diaturhed, the warlike Virgin passed along, 
And, much revolving iu her troubled mind, 
Retrod the court. 

And now the horn announced 
The ready banquet. They partook the feasf,°* 
Then rose and id the cooling water cleansed 
Their hands, and, seated at the board again. 
Enjoyed the bowl, or scented high with spiee. 
Or flavored with the fragrant summer fruit, 
Or lusdous with metheglin mingled rich.'" 
Meantime the Trouveur struck the harp : he suug 
Of Lancelot du Lake, the truest knight 
That ever loved taxe lady ; and the youth 
Of Cornwall,''^ underneath whose maiden sword 
The strength of Ireland fell; and he who stnirk 
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The dolorous stroke,'^ the blameless and the brave, 

Who died beneath a brother's erring arm. 

Te have not perished, chieft of Carduel 1 

The songs of earlier years embalm your feme ; 

And haply yet some poet shall arise, 

Lilte that divinest Tuscan," and inwreathe 

The immortal garland for himself and you. 

The harp still rung beneath the high-arched roof, 
And, listening e^er to the fevorite lay, 
The guests sat silent, when into the hall 
The messenger from that besieged town 
Ke-entered. " It is pleasant. King of France," 
8(ud he, " to sit, said hear the harper's song. 
Far other music hear the men of Orleans ; 
Famine is there ; and there the imploring cry 
Of Hunger ceaaes not." 

" Insolent man ! " 
Exdsuraed tie monarch, " cease to interrupt 
Our hour of festivaL It is not thine 
To instfuct me in my duty." 

Of reproof 
Careless, the stranger to the minstrel cried, 
" Why harpeat thou of good King Arthur's fame 
Amid tliese walls? Virtue and genius love 
That lofty lay. Hast thou no loose, lewd tale 
To pamper and provoke the appetite ? 
Such should procure fbee worthy recompense. 
Or rather sing thou of that wealthy lord 
Who took the ewe-htmb from the poor man's boaom. 
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That was to him even as a daughter. 

This parable would I tell, prophet-liie, 

Aud look at thee, and say, ' Thou art the maa ! ' " 

He said, and with a quick and troubled step 
Withdrew. Astonished at his daring guise. 
The guests sat heedless of the lay awhile. 
Pondering his words mysterious, till at length 
The court dispersed. Eetiring from the hall, 
Charles and the delegated Damsel sought 
The inner palace. There the gentle queen 
Awaited theni. With her Joan loved to pass 
Her intervals of rest ; for she had won 
The Virgin's heart by her mild melancholy. 
The calm and dut«ou3 patience that deplored 
A husband's cold half-love.- To her she told 
With what strange words the messenger from 



Had roused uneasy wonder in her nnind, — 
For on her ear yet vibrated his voice, — 
When, lo ! again he came, and at the door 
Stood scowling round. 

" Why dost thou haunt mo thus ? 
The monarch cried. " Is there no place secure 
From thy rude insolence ? TJnmannered man ! 
I know thee not." 

" Then learn to know me, Charles I " 
Solemnly he replied ; " read well my face, 
That thou mayst know it on that dreadful day 
When at the throne of God I shall d 
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His juatice on the* ! " Turning from the king 
To Agnes as she entered, in a tone 
More low, more mournfully severe, he cried, 
" Dost thou, too, know me not ? " 

She glanced on him. 
And pale and breathless hid her head convulsed 
In the Maid's bosom. 

" King of France ! " he said, 
" She loved me, and by mutual word and will 
We were betrothed, when, in unhappy hour, 
I left her, as in fealty bound, to fight 
Thy battles. In mine absence, thou didat eome 
To tempt her then unspotted purity ; 
For pure she was. Alas ! these courtly robes 
Hide not' the indelible stain of inftimy; 
Thou canst not with thy golden belt put on 
An honorable name," lost to me. 
And to thyself for ever, ever lost, 
My poor polluted Agnes ! Charles, tJiat feith 
Almost is shaken, which should be henceforth 
My only hope ; thou hast thy wicked will j 
While I, the victim of her guilt and thine, 
Though meriting alike from her and thee 
Far other guerdon, bear about with me 
A wound for which this earth affords no balm. 
And doubt Heaven's justice," 

So he said, and frowned 
Austere as he who at Mahommed's door 
Knocked loud and frequent, at whose dreadful mien, 
Stricken with terror, all beholders fled. 
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Even the prophet, almost terrified, 

Scarcely could bear his presence ; for he kiiuw 

That this was the death-fingel Azrael, 

And that his hour was come. Conscious of guilt, 

The moiiai-ch sate, nor could endure to fece 

Hb bosom-probing frown. The Maid of Arc 

Meantime had read his features, and she cried, 

" I know thee, Conrade ! " Kising from her seat, 

She took his hand ; for he stood motionless, 

Gazing on Agnes now with steady eye. 

Severe, though calm. Him from the court she 

drew, 
And to the river-side, resisting not. 
Both sad and silent, led ; till at the last. 
As from a dream awaking, Conrade looked 
Full on the Maid, and, falling ou her neck, 
He wept. 

" I know thee. Damsel ! " he exclaimed. 
" Dost thou remember that tempestuous night, 
When I, a weather-beaten traveUer, sought 
Your hospitable door ? Ah me ! I then 
"Was happy : you, t«o, sojourned then in peace. 
Fool that I was ! I blamed such happiness. 
Arraigned it as a guilty, selfish sloth, 
Unhappily premling, so I fear me. 
Or why art thou at Chinon ? " 

Him the Maid, 
Answering, addressed : " I do remember well 
That night ; for then the holy Spirit first, 
Waked by thy words, possessed me." 
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Cotirade cried, 
" Poor MaJden ! thou wert tappy ; thou hadst hved, 
Blessing and hiest, if I had never strayed, 
Needlessly rigid, from my peaceful path. 
And thou hast left thy home, then, and obeyed 
The feverish fencies of an ardent bmn I 
And hast thou left him, too, — the youth whose eye. 
For ever glancing ou thee, spake so well 
Affection's eloquent tale ? " 

So, as he said, 
Rushed the warm purple to the Virgin's cheek. 
" I am alone," she answered, " for this realm 
Devoted." Nor to answer more the Mtud 
Endured ; for many a melancholy thought 
Thronged on her aching memory. Her mind's eye 
Beheld Domremi and the fields of Arc : 
Her burdened heart was ftill ; such grief she felt, 
Yet such sweet solacing of self-applause. 
As cheers a banished patriot's lonely hours, 
"When Fancy pictures to him all he loved. 
Till the big teardrop rushes o'er its orb. 
And drowns the soft enchantment. 

With a look 
That spake solicitous wonder, Conrade eyed 
The silent Maid ; nor would the Maid i-epress 
The thoughts that swelled within her, or from him 
Hide her soul's workings, " 'Twas on the last day 
Before I left Domremi ; eve had closed ; 
I sat beside the brook ; my soul was full, 
As if inebriate with Divinity. 
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Then, Conrade ! I beheld a ruifian herd 
Circle a flaming pile, where at the stake 
A woman stood. The iron bruised her breast ; 
And round her limbs, half-garment«d, the fire 
Curled its fierce flakes. I saw her countenance : 
I knew MTSELF."'" Then, in a tone subdued 
Of calmness : " There are momenta when the soul 
Fj-om her own impuLse with strange dread recoils. 
Suspicious of herself; but^ with a full 
And perfect faith, I know this vision sent 
From Heaven, and feel of ita unerring truth, 
As that God liveth, that I live myself. 
The feeling that deceives not." 

By the hand 
Her Conrade held, and cried, " Hl-fated Maid ! 
That I have torn thee from Affection's breast, 
My soul will groan in anguish. Thou wilt serve. 
Like me, the worthless court ; and, having served, 
In the hour of ill abandoned, thou wilt curse 
The duty that deluded. Of the world 
Fatigued, and loathing at my fellow-men, 
I shall be seen no more. There is a path,'' — 
The eagle hath not marked it, the young wolf 
Knows not its hidden windings : I have trod 
That path, and found a melancholy den. 
Fit place for penitence and hopeless woe. 
Where, sepulchred, the ghost of what he was, 
Conrade may pass his few and evil days, 
"Waiting the wished-for summons to lay down 
His weary load of hfe." 
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But then the Maid 
Fixed on the warrior her reproving eye. 
" I passed the fertile Auxerrois," she said ; 
" The vines had spread their iBterwoven shoots 
Over the unpruned vineyards, and the grape 
Rotted beneath the leaves ; for there was none 
To tread the vintage, and the birds of heaven 
Had had their fill. I saw the cattle start 
As they did hear the loud alarum-bell," 
And with a piteous moaning vainly seek 
To fly the coming slaughterers ; I looked back 
Upon the cottage where I had partaken 
The peasant's meal, and saw it wrapped in Haines ; 
And then I thanked my God that I had burst 
The ties, strong as they are, which bind us down 
To selfish happiness, and on this earth 
"Was as a pilgrim," Conrade ! rouse thyself; 
Cast the weak nature ofi".™ A time like this 
Is not for gentler feelings, for the glow 
Of love, the overflowings of the heart. 
There is oppression in thy country, Oonrade ! 
There is a cause, a holy cause, that needs 
The brave man's aid. Live for it, and enjoy 
Earth's noblest recompense, — thine own esteem ; 
Or die in that good cause, and thy reward 
Shall sure be found in heaven." 

He answered not, 
But, pressing to his heart the Vir^n's hand. 
Hastened across the plain. She with dim eyes — 
For gushing tears obscured them — followed him 



iiM=.i>, Google 



92 SOUXHBT S POEMS. 

Till lost in distance. With a weight of thought 
Oppressed, along the poplar-planted Vienna 
Awhile she wandered ; then upon the bank 
She laid her down, and watched the tranquil stream 
Flow with a quiet munnuring, by the clouds 
Of evening purpled. The perpetual flow, 
The ceaseless murmuMng, lulled her to such dreams 
As Memory in her melancholy mood 
Loves best. The wonf«d scenes of Arc arose ; 
She saw the forest-brook ; the weed that waved 
Its long green tresses in the stream ; the crag 
"Which overbrowed the spring ; and that old yew 
Which through the bare smd rifted rock had forced 
Its twisted d^nk, the berries cheerful red 
Starring its gloomy green. Her pleasant homo 
She saw, and those who made that home so dear, — 
Her loved lost friends. The mingled feelings fiUed 
Her eyes ; when, from behind, a voice was heard : 
" lady ! canst thou tell me where to find 
The Maid whom Heaven hath sent to rescue 

France ? " 
Thrilled by the well-known tones, she started up. 
And fell upon the neck of Theodore. 

" Have I, then, found thee ? " cried the impas- 
sioned youth. 
" Henceforth we part no more ; but where thou 

goest. 
Thither go I. Beloved ! in the front 
Of battle thou shalt Snd me at thy side ; 
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And, ill the breitcli, this breast sliall be thy sliield 
And rampart. Oh, ungenerous ! Why from me 
Conceal the inspiration ? why from me 
Hide thy miraculous purpose ? Am I, then. 
So all-unworthy that thou shouldst set forth 
Beneath another's guidance ? " 

Thus he cried, 
Mingling reproach with tenderness, yet still 
Clasping in warm embrace the maid beloved. 
She of her bidding and futurity 
Awhile forgetful, patient of the embrace, 
"With silent tears of joy bedewed his neck. 
At length, " I hope," she cried, " thou art not come 
With heavier fault and breach of nearer tie : 
How did thy mother spare theoj — thou alone 
The stay and comfort of her widowed age ? 
Did she upon thy parting steps bestow 
Her free-will blessing? or hast thou set forth — 
Which Heaven forbid ! — unlicensed and uublest ? " 

" Oh, surely not unblest '. " the youth replied ; 
Yet conscious of his imrepented lault. 
With countenance flushed, and fiillering in reply ; 
" She wept at my departure ; she would fain 
Have turned me from my purpose ; and my heart 
Perhaps had failed me, if it had not glowed 
With anior like thine own : the sacred fii-e 
With which thy boaom bums had kindled me. 
High in prophetic hope, I bade her place 
Her trust in Heaven ; I bade her look to hear 
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Good tidings soon of gloriona Tictory ; 
I told her I should soon return, — return 
With thee, and thou wouldst be to her old a^ 
What Madelon had been." 

Aa thus he spate, 
Warm with the imaginary bliss, he clasped 
The dear one closer to hia yearning heart. 
But the devoted Virgin in his arms 
Started and shuddered; for the flaming pile 
Flashed on remembrance now, and on her soul 
The whole terrific vision rose again. 
A death-like paleness at the dreadful tbought 
Withered her cheek ; cold damps suffused her brow j 
And, falling on the neck of Theodore, 
Feeble and laint she hung. His eager eye, 
Concentring all the anguish of the soul. 
And strained in anxious love, gazed fearfully 
"With wondering anguish ; till ennobling thoughts 
Of her high mission roused her, and her soul 
Collected, and she spake ; 

" My Theodore ! 
Thou hast done ill to quit thy mother's home : 
Alone and aged, she will weep for thee. 
Wasting her httle that is left of life 
In anguish. Now go hack again to Arc, 
And cheer her wintry hours of widowhood, 
And love my memory there," 

Swift he exclaimed, 
" Nay, Maid ! the pang of pai'ting is o'erpast, 
And my dear mother looks for the glad hour 
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When we shall hoth return. Amid the war, 
How many an arm will seek thy single life, 
How many a sword and spear ! I will go with thee, 
And spread the guardian shield." 

" Nay," she replied, 
" I shall not need thy succor in the war : 
Me Heaven, if so seem good to its high will. 
Will save. I shall be happier, Theodore, 
Thinking that thou dost sojourn safe at home, 
And make thy mother happy." 

The youth's cheek 
A rapid blush disordered. " Oh ! the court 
Is pleasant then, and thou wouldst fain forget 
A humble villager who only boasts 
The treasure of the heart ! " 

She looked at him 
With a reproaching eye of tenderness : 
" Injurious man ! devoted for this realm, 
I go a willing victim. The dark veil 
Hath been withdrawn for me, and I have seen 
The fearful features of Futurity. 
Yes, Theodore ! I shall redeem my country, 
Abandoning for it the joys of life ; 
Tea, life itself," Then on his neck she fell. 
And with a faltering voice, " Eettim to Arc I 
I do not tell thee there are other maids 
As fair ; for thou wilt love my memory. 
Hallowing to me the temple of thy heart, 
Worthier a happier, not a better love,'" 
My Theodore ! " Then, pressing his pale lips, 
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A last and holy kiss the Virgin HxuA, 
And fled across tie plain. 

She reached the court 
Breathless : the mingled movements of her mind 
Shook every flhre. Sad and sick at heart, 
Fain to her lonely chamher's solitude 
The Maiden had retired ; but her the king 
Met on the threshold. He, of the late scene 
Forgetfiil and his crime, as cheerful seemed 
As though there had not been a Glod in heaven. 
" Enter the hall," he said ; " the maskers there 
Join in the dance. Why, Maiden, art thou sad? 
Has that rude madman shook thy gentle frame 
With his strange speeches ? " 

Ere the Maid replied. 
The Son of Orleans came with joyful speed, 
Poising his massy javelin. " Thou hast roused 
The sleeping virtue of the sons of France ; 
They crowd around the standard," cried the chief. 
" Our brethren, pent in Orleans, every moment 
Gaze from the watch-tower with the sickening eye 
Of expectation." 

Then the king exclaimed, 
" chosen by Heaven ! defer one day thy march. 
That, humbled at the altar, we may join 
The general prayer. Be these our holy rites 
To-morrow'a task ; to-night for merriment" 

The Maid replied, " The wretched ones in 
Orleans, 
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la fear and hunger and expiring hope, 
Await laj succor; and mj prayers would pli;ad 
Iti heaven agmnst me, did they waste one hour 
When a«five duty calls. For this night's mirth 
Hold me excused. In truth, I am not fit 
For merriment : a heavy chaise is on me, 
And I must put away all mortal thoughts." " 
Her heart was full, and, pausing, she repressed 
The unbidden anguish. " Lo ! they crowd arouni 
The standard. Thou, Dunois, the chosen troops 
Marshsd in speed ; for, early with the dawn, 
Wo march to rescue Orleans from the foe." 



THE FIFTH BOOK. 

ScAKCB Itad the eai'ly dawn from Chuion's tower; 
Made visible the mist that curied along 
The rivet's winding way, when from her couch 
The martial Maid arose. She mailed her limbs ; 
The white plumes nodded o'er her helmed head; 
She girt the sacred falchion by her side, 
And, like a youth who from his mother's arms. 
For his first field impatient, breaks away, 
Poising the lance went forth. 

Twelve hundred mer 
Rearing in ordered ranks their glittering spear-i, 
Awfut her coming. Terrible in arms, 
Before them towered Dunota, his manly fece 
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CCersliadowed by the helmet's iron cheeks. 

The assembled court gazed on the marshalled train ; 

Aad, at the gaf«, the aged prelate stood 

To pour his blessing on the chosen host. 

And now a soft and solemn symphony 

Was heard ; and, chanting high the hallowed hymn, 

From the near convent came the vestal maids : 

A holy banner, woven by virgin hands, 

Snow-white they bore. A mingled sentiment 

Of awe and eager ardor for the fight 

Thrilled through the army, as the reverend man 

Took the white standard, and with heavenward eye 

Called on the God of justice, blessing it. 

The Maad, her brows in reverence unhelmed, 

Her dark hsur floating on the morning gale, 

Knelt to his prayer, and, stretching forth her hand, 

Received the mystic banner. From the host 

A loud and universal shout burst forth. 

As, rising from tlie ground, upon her brow 

She placed the plumed casque, and waved on high 

The bannered liUes. On' their way they march ; 

And, dim in distance, soon the towere of Chinon 

Fade from the eye reverted. 

The sixth sun, 
Purpling the sky with his dilated light, 
Sunk westering ; when, imbosomed in the depth 
Of that old forest, which for many a league 
Shadowed the hills and vales of Orleannois, 
They pitch their tents. The hum of occupation 
Sounds ceaseless. Waving to the evening gale. 
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The streamera flutter ; and ascending slow 
Beneath the foliage of flie forest trees, 
With many a light hue tinged, the curling smoke 
Melts in the impurpled air. Leaving her tent. 
The martial Maiden wandered through the wood : 
There, by a streamlet, on the mossy bant 
Eeclined, she saw a damsel, her long locks 
"With willow wreathed. Upon her lap there lay 
A dark-haired man, listening the while she sung 
Sad ditties, and inwreatlied, to hind his brow, 
The melancholy garland. At the sound 
Of one in arms approaching, she had fled ; 
But Conrade, looking upward, recognized 
The Maid of Arc. " May, fear not, Isabel," 
Said he ; " for this is one of gentle kind, 
Whom even the wretched need not fear to love." 

So saying, he arose, and took her hand, 
And pressed it to his bosom. " My weak heart. 
Though schooled by wrongs fo loathe at human kind, 
Will beat, rebellious to its own resolves. 
Come hither, outcast one ! and call her friend; 
And she will be thy friend more readily 
Because thou art unhappy." 

Isabel 
Saw a tear starting in the Virgin's eye. 
And, glancing upon Conrade, she too wept. 
Wailing his wildered senses. 

" Missioned Maid ! " 
The warrior cried, " be happy ; for thy power 
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Can make this sufferer so. From Orleans driven, 
Orphaned by war, and of her only friend 
Bereft, I found her wandering in the wilds. 
Worn o«t with want and wretchedness. Thou, Joan, 
Wilt his beloved to the youth restore ; 
And trust me. Maid, the miserable feel, 
When they on others bestow happiness, 
Their happiest consolation." 

She replied. 
Pressing the damsel's hand, in the mild tone 
Of equal friendship, solacing her cares : 
" Soon shall we enter Orleans," said the Maid : 
" A few hours in her dream of vicfory 
England shall triumph, then to be awaked 
By the loud thunder of almighty wrath. 
Irksome, meantime, the busy camp to me, 
A solitary woman. Isabel, 
Wert thou the while comjMinion of my tent, 
Lightlier the time would pass. Return with me ; 
I may not long he absent." 

So she spake ; 
The wanderer in half-uttered words expressed 
Grateful assent, " Art thou astonished, then. 
That one, though powerful, is benevolent ? 
In truth thou well mayst wonder ! " Conrade cried : 
" But little cause to love the mighty ones 
Hath the low cottager ; for with its shade 
Too oft doth Power, a death-dew-dropping tree, 
Blast every herb beneath its baleftil boughs. 
Tell thou thy sufferings, Isabel ! relate 
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How warred the chieftmna, and the people died. 
The missioned Virgin hath not heard thy woes ; 
And pleasant to mine ear the twice-told tale 
Of sorrow." 

Gazing on the martial Maid, 
She read her wish, and spake : " A wanderer now, 
Friendless and hopeless, still I love to think 
Upon my native home, and call to miad 
Each haunt of careless youth ; the woodhined wall, 
The jessamine that round the straw-roofed cot 
Its fragrant branches wreathed, beneath whose shade 
I wont to sit and watch the setting sun, 
And hear the thrush's song. Nor far remote, 
As o'er the subject landskip round I gazed, 
The towers of Yenville rose upon the view. 
A foreign master holds my father's home 1 
1, far away, remember the past years, 
And weep. 

" Two brethren foi-med our family ; 
Humble we were, and happy ; honest toil 
Procured our homely sustenance ; our herds 
Duly at mom and evening to my hand 
Gave their full stores ; the vineyard we had reared 
Purpled its clusters in the southern sun ; 
And, plenteous produce of my father's toil, 
The yellow harvest hillQwed o'er the plain. 
How cheerfully around the blading hearth, 
When all the labor of the day was done, 
We passed the evening hours ! for they would sing 
Or merry roundelay, or ditty sad 
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Of mtud forsaken and the willow weed, 
Or of the doughty paladins of France 
Some wai-like lit, the while mj spinning-wheel 
A fitting music made. 

" Thus long we lived, 
And happy. To a neighboring youth my hand, 
In holy wedlock soon to be consigned, 
Was plighted: my poor Francis!" Here she paused, 
And here she wept awhile. 

" We did not think 
The desolating stream of war would reach 
To us ; but soon, as with the whirlwind's speed, 
Ruin rushed round us.^^ Mehun, Clery, fell ; 
The bannered leopard waved on Gergeau's wall ; 
Baugenci yielded ; soon the foe approached 
The towers of Tenville. 

" Fatal was the hour 
To me and mine ; for from the wall, alas ! 
The rusty sword was taken, and the shield 
Which long had mouldered on the mouldering nail, 
To meet the war repaired. No more was heard 
The ballad or the merry roundelay ; 
The clattering hammer's clank, the grating file. 
Harsh sounded through the day a dismal din : 
I never shall forget their mournful sound. 

" My father stood encircling his old limbs 
In long-forgotten anns. ' Come, boys ! ' he cried ; 
' I did not think that this gray head again 
Should bear the helmet's weight; but in the field 
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Better to bravely die a soldier's death. 
Than heve be tamely butchered. Isabel ! 
Go to the abbey; if we should survive, 
We soon shall meet ^ain ; if not, my child. 
There is a better world.' 

"In broken words, 
Lifting his eyes to heaven, my father breathed 
His blessiug on me. As they went away. 
My brethren gazed on me, and wrung my hand 
In silence ; for they loved their sister well. 
From the near cott^e, Francis joined the troop. 
Then did I look on our forsaken home, 
And almost sob my very soul away ; 
For all my hopes of happiness were fled, 
Even like a dream." 

" Perish these mighty ones," 
Cried Conrade, " these who let destruction loose, 
Who walk elated o'er their fields of feme, 
And count the thousands that lie slaughtered there, 
And, with the bodies of the innocent, rear 
Their pyramid of glory ! Perish these. 
The epitome of all the pestilent plagues 
That Egypt knew, who send their locust swarms 
O'er ravaged realms, and bid the brooks run blood ! 
Fear and Destruction go before their path. 
And Famine dogs their footsteps. God of justice ! 
Let not the innocent blood cry out in vain ! " 



Thus while he spake, the murmur of the can 
i{ 1. e on their ear; first like the distant sound 
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When the full-fulit^ed forest to the storm 
Shakes its hoarse head ; anon with louder din ; 
And through the opening glade gleamed many a fiit'. 
The Virgin's tent they entered ; there the hoaiil 
Was spread ; the wanderer of the fare partook, 
Then thus her tale renewed : 

' " Slow o'er the hiU, 
Whose rising head concealed our cot, I passed, 
Yet on my journey paused awhile, and gazed 
And wept ; for often had I crossed the hill 
With cheerful step, and seen the rising smoke 
Of hospitable fire : alas ! no smoke 
Curled o'er its melancholy ehimaeys now ! 
Orleans I reached. There in the suburbs stood 
The abbey ; and ere long I learnt the fall 
Of TenviUe. 

" On a day, a soldier asked 
For Isabel. Scarce could my faltering feet 
Support me. It was Francis, and alone, — 
The sole survivor of that c 



" And soon the foes approached ; impending war 
Soon saddened Orieans.** There the bravest chief* 
Assembled: Thouars, Coarase, Chabannes, 
And the Sire Chapelle," in successful war 
Since wounded to the death ; and that good knight, 
Giresme of Rhodes, who in a better cause 
Can never wield the crucifix that hilts 
His hallowed sword ; ^ and XaintvMlles ransomed 
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And Fayette late released; and that young duke" 
"Who at Verneuil, senseless with many a wound, 
Fell prisoner; and La Hire,*' the merriest man 
That ever yet did win his soldiers' love ; 
And, over all for hardihood renowned. 
The Bastard Orleans. 

" These within the town 
Expect the foe. Twelve hundred chosen men. 
Well tried in war, up rear the guardimi ehieltl 
Beneath their banners. Dreadful was the sight 
Of preparation. The wide suburbs stretched 
Along the pleasant borders of the Loire, 
Late thronged with multitudes, now feel the hand 
Of ruin. These preventive care destroys. 
Lest England, shelterecl by the friendly walls, 
Securely should app 0'\eh The monasteries 
Pell in the general wa^te 'f^he holy monks 
Unwillingly the long ace stomed haunts 
Abandon, — haunt vl e e every gloomy nook 
Galled to a vake ed e no y some trace 
Of vision see o ou d n raculous. 
Trembling and terrified, their noiseless cells, 
For the rude uproar of a world unknown. 
The nuns desert: their abbess, more composed, 
Collects her maids around, and teils her beads, 
And pours the timid prayer of piety. 
The pioneers, by day and night employed, 
Throw up the violated earth, to impede 
The foe : the hollow chambers of the dead 
Echoed beneath their stroke. The brazen tomb, 
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"Which late recorded death, in the fumaee cast 
Is made to iniiict it now. Sad sight it was 
To see so wide a waste, — the aged ones 
Hanging their heads, and weeping as they went 
O'er the fallen dwellings of their happier years ; 
The stern and sullen silence of the men 
Musing on vengeance ; and, but ill repressed, 
The mothej-'s fears as to her breast she clasped 
Her iO-doomed infant. Soon the suburhs lay 
One ample ruin ; *° whence the stones were borne 
Within the town to serre in its defence. 

" And now without the walb the desolate space 
Appeared, a rough and melancholy waste, 
"With uptom pavements and foundations deep 
Of many a ruined dwelling. Nor within 
Less dreary was the scene : at evening hour, 
No more the merry viol's note was heard ; ^ 
No more the aged matron at her door 
Hummed cheery to her spinning-wheel, and saw 
Her children dancing to the roundelay. 
The chieftains, strengthening still the ancient walls, 
Survey them everywhere with prying eye ; 
The eager youth, in ansious preparation, 
Practise the arts of ^var ; silent aad stern, 
With the hurrying restlessness of fear, they urge 
Their gloomy labors. In the city dwelt 
An utter silence of all pleasant sounds ; 
But all day long the armorer's beat was heard, 
And all night long it echoed. 
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" Soon die foe 
Led to our walls the siege : as on they move, 
The clarion's clangor, and the cheerful fife, 
Accordant fo the thundering drum's deep sound, 
Direct their measured march. Before the ranks, 
Salishury was seen, — Salisbury so long the scourge 
Of France ; and Talbot towered by his side, — 
Talbot at whose dread name the froward child 
Clings mute and trembling to his nurse's breast. 
Suffolk was there, and Hungerford, and Scales, 
And Fastolffe, victor in the frequent flght. 
Dark as the autumnal storm, they roll'd along, 
A countless host ! From the high tower I marked 
The dreadful scene ; I saw the iron gleam 
Of javelins sparkling to the noontide sun, 
Their banners tossing to the troubled gale, 
And — fearful music! —heard upon the wind 
The modulated step of multitudes. 

" There in the midst, shuddering with fear, I saw 
The dreadful stores of death ; tremendous rolled 
Over rough roads the harsh wheels ; the brazen tubes 
Flashed in the sun their fearful splendor lar ; 
And, last, the loaded wagons creaked along. 

" Nor were our chieftains, whilst their care pro- 
Human defence, neglectful to implore 
That heavenly aid, deprived of which the strength 
Of man is weakness. Bearing through our streets 
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The precious relics of the holy dead, 

The monks and nuns poured many an earnest prayer, 

Devoutly joined by all. St. AigDan's ahrine 

Was thronged by supplicants : the general voice 

Called on St. Aignan's name *° again to save 

Hia people as of yore, before he passed 

Into the fulness of eternal rest ; 

"When, by the Spirit to the lingering caiup 

Of iEtiua borne, he brought the timely aid, 

And Attila, with all his multitudes, 

Far off retreated to their field of shame." 

And now Dunois — for he had seen the camp 
"Well-ordered — entered. "One night more in peace 
England shall rest," he cried, " ere yet the storm 
Burst on her guilty head : then, their proud vaunts 
Forgotten, or remembered to their shame. 
Vainly her chiefs shall curee the hour when first 
They pitched their tents round Orleans." 

" Of that siege," 
The Maid of Arc replied, " gladly I hear 
The detail, Isabel, proceed ; for, soon 
Destined to rescue this devoted town. 
The tale of all the ills she hath endured 
I listen, sorrowing for the past, and feel 
Joy and contentment in the merciful task 
For which I am sent forth." 

Thus spake the Maid, 
And Isabel pursued: "And now more near 
The hostile host advancing pitch their tents. , 
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Unnumbered streamers wave, and claraoroiis ahouta, 

Anticipating conquest, rend tlie air 

With universal uproar. From tlieir camp 

A herald came ; his garh emhlazoned o'er 

With leopards and the hties of our realm, — 

Poul shame to France 1 Tke summons of the foe 

He brought." 

The Bastard, interrupting, cried, 
" I was with Gaucour and the assembled chiefs, 
When, by liis office privileged and proud, 
That herald spake, as certain of success 
As he had made a league with Yictory: 
' Nobles of France rebellious ! from the chief 
Of you victorious host, the mighty Earl 
Of Salisbury, now there in place of him 
Your regent John of Bedford, ■— in his nsime 
I come, and in our sovereign lord the king's, 
Henry. Ye know full well our master's claim, 
Incontrovertible, to this good realm. 
By right descent, and solemnly confirmed 
By your great monarch and our mighty king 
Fifih Henry, in the treaty ratified 
At Troyes,*' wherein your monarch did disclaim 
All future right and title to this crown. 
His own exempted, for his son and heirs 
Down to the end of time. This signed and sealed 
At the holy altar, and by nuptial knot 
Of Henry and your princess, gives the realm, 
Charles dead and Henry, to his infant son 
Henry of Windsor. Who, then, dares oppose 
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My master's title, in the face of God, 

Of wilful perjury, most atrocious crime, 

Stands gailty, and of flat rebellion 'gainst 

The Lord's aaointed. He, at Paris crowned 

With loud acclaim of duteous multitudes. 

Thus speaks by me; Deliver up your town 

To Salisbury, and yield yourselves and arms. 

So shall your lives be safe ; and such his grace, 

If of your free accord to him you pay 

Due homage as your sovereign lord and king, 

Your rich estates, your houses, shall be &a.fe. 

And you in favor itand, as i** the duke, 

Philip of Burgundy But — mark mn welll — 

If, obstinately wilful, jou persist 

To scorn his proffeied meicy, not oni, stone 

Upon another of tliis wretched town 

Shall then be left ; and, when the English host 

Triumphant in the dust have trod the towers 

Of Orleans, who survive the dreadful war 

Shall die like traitors by the hangman's hand. 

Te men of France ! remember Caen and Koan.' 

" He ceased ; nor Gaucour for a moment pausei 
To form reply ; 

" ' Herald ! to all thy vaunts 
Of English sovereignty, let this suffice 
For answer : France wiU only own as king 
Her own legitimate lord. On Charles's brow, 
Transmitted through a long and good descent, 
We fenow no homage due 
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Tu English robbers, and disclaiin the peace 
Jngliiriifus ma<le at Troyes by factious men 
Hostile to France. Tliy master's proffered grace 
Meets the contempt it merits. Herald ! yes, 
Be sure we shall remember Caen and Eoan. 
Go, tell the mighty Earl of Salisbury, 
That, as like Blanchard, Gaucour dares hia power j 
Like Blanchard, he can brave hia cruelty. 
And trinmph by enduring. Speak I well. 
Ye men of Orleans ? ' 

"Never did I hear 
A shout so universal as ensued 
Of approbation. The assembled host 
As with one voice poured forth their loyalty, 
And struck their sounding shields ; and walls and 

towers 
Echoed the loud uproar. The herald went : 
The work of war began." 

" A fearful scene ! " 
Cried Isabel. " The iron storm of death 
Clashed in the sky ; the mighty engines hurled 
Huge stones, which shook the ground where'er 

they fell. 
Then was there heard at once the clang of arms, 
The thundering cannons, and the soldier's shout. 
The female's shriek, the aifrighled infant's cry. 
The groan of death, — discord of dreadful sounds 
That jarred the soul, 

"Nor, while the encircling foe 
i the walla of Orleans, idly slept 
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Our fvieiids ; for, winning down the Loire its way, 
The frequent vessel with provision fraught. 
And men, and all the artillery of death, 
Cheered us with welcome succor. At the bridge. 
These, safely landed, mocked the foeman's force. 
This to prevent, Salisbury, their watchful chief, °^ 
A mighty work prepares : around our walls. 
Encircling walls he builds, surrounding thus 
The city; firmed with raassiest buttresses. 
At equal distance, sixty forts protect 
The English lines. But chief, where in the town 
The six great avenues meet in the midst,'' 
Six castles there he reared, impregnable, 
^ith deep-dug moats and bridges drawn aloft, 
Where over the strong gate suspended hung 
The dread portcullis ; thence the gunner's eye 
Prom his safe shelter could with ease survey 
Intended sally or approaching Eud, 
And point destruction. 

" It were long to tell, 
And tedious, how in many a hold assault 
The men of Orleans sallied on their foes ; 
How, after difficult fight, the enemy 
Possessed the Tournelles,'* and the embattled fower 
That shadows from the bridge the subject Loire ; 
Though numbering now three thousand daring meu. 
Frequent and fierce the garrison repelled 
Their far-outnumbering foes. From every aid 
Included, they in Orleans groaned beneath 
All ills accumulate. Tlie shattered roofs 
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Allowed the dews of night free passage there ; 
And ever and anou the ponderous stone, 
Ruining where'er it fell, with hideous crash 
Came like an earthquake,™ startling from his sleep 
The affrighted soldier. From the hrazen slings, 
The wildfire-balls hissed through the midnight 

And often their huge engines cast among us 
The dead and loathsome cattle of their camp. 
As though our enemies, to their deadly league 
Forcing the common tur, would make us breathe 
Poisonous pollution." Through the streets were 

seen 
The frequent fire, and heaps of dead, in haste 
Piled up, and streaming to infected heaven. 
For ever the incessant stormof death 
Pours down ; and, crowded in unwholesome vaults,** 
The wretched females hide, not idJe there, 
Wasting the hours ia tears, but all employed. 
Or to provide the hungry soldier's meal, 
Or tear their garments to bind up his wounds, — 
A sad equality of wretchedness ! 

" Now came the worst of ills ; for Famine came : 
The provident hand deals out its scanty dole, 
Yielding so little a supply to life 
As but protracted death. The loathliest food 
Hunted with eager eye, and dainty deemed ; 
The dog is slain that at his master's feet 
Howling with hunger lay ; with jealous fear, 
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Hating a riTal'a look, the husband hides 
His miserable meal ; the famished babe 
Clings closely to his dying mother's breast ; 
And, — horrible to tell! — where thrown aside 
There lay unburied in the open streets 
Huge heaps of carcasses, the soldier stands, 
Eager to mark the carrion-crow for food.*" 

" O peaceful scenes of childhood ! pleasant fields I 
Haunts of mine infancy, where I have strayed, 
Tracing the brook along its winding way, 
Or plucked the primrose, or with giddy speed 
Chased the gay butterfly from flower to flowerl 

days in vtwn remembered I how my soul, 
Sick with calamity and the sore ills 

Of hunger, dwelt on you and on my home ! 
Thinking of you amid the waste of war, 

1 could in bitterness have cursed the great 
Who made me what I was, — a helpless one. 
Orphaned, and wanting bread." 

" And be they cursed ! " 
Conrade exclmmed, his dark eye flashing rage ; 
" And be Lliey cursed ! groves and woodland 

shades I 
How blest indeed were you, if the iron rod 
Should one day from Oppression's hand be wrenched 
By everlasting Justice ! Come that hour, 
When in the sun the angel of the Lord "" 
Shall sfand, and cry to all the fowls of heaven, 
' Gather ye to the supper of your God, 
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That ye may eat the fleah of mighty men, 

Of captains, and of kings ! ' Then shall be peace." 

" And now, lest all should perish," she pursued, 
" The women and the infirm must from the town 
Go forth, and seek their fate. 

" I will not now 
Recall the moment when on my poor Francis 
"With a long look I hung. At dead of night, 
Made mute by fear, we mount the secret bark, 
And glide adown the stream with silent oars : 
Thus thrown upon the mercy of mankind, 
I wandered reckless where, till wearied out 
And cold at heart, I laid me down to die ; 
So by this warrior found. Him I had known 
And loved, for all loved Conradc who had known 

Nor did I feel so pressing the hard hand 
Of want in Orleans, ere he parted thenee 
On perilous envoy. For of his small fare " 

" Of this enough," said Conrade. " Holy Maid ! 
One duty yet awaits me to perform. 
Orleans her envoy sent me to demand 
Aid from her idle sovereign. Willingly 
Did I achieve the hazardous enterprise ; 
For rumor had already made me fear 
The ill that hath fallen on me. It remains, 
Ei'e I do banish me from human kind, 
That I re-enter Orleans, and a 
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Thy march. 'Tis night, and, hark ! how dead a 
Fit hour to tread ao perilous a path." 

So saying, Conrade from the tent went forth. 



THE SIXTH BOOK. 

The night was calm, and many a moving cloud 
Shadowed the moon. Along the forest glade 
With swift foot Conrade passed, and now had reached 
The plain, where whilom hy the pleasant Loire, 
Cheered with the song, the rastics had beheld 
The day go down upon their merriment: 
No song of peace now echoed on ita banks. 
There tenia were pitched ; and there the sentinel. 
Slow pacing on his sullen rounds, beheld 
The frequent corse roll down the tainted stream. 
Conrade with wider sweep pursued his way. 
Shunning the camp, now hushed in sleep and still. 
And now no sound was heard save of the Loire, 
Murmuring along. The noise of coming feet 
Alarmed him; nearer drew the rapid steps. 
As of pursuit ; anon, the clash of arms. 
That instant, breaking through a rifted cloud, 
The moonlight showed where two with force com- 
pressed on a single foe, who, warding still 
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Their swords, retreated in unequal fight, 
Ab he would make the city. Hastening 
With timely aid to gave him, Conrade sped. 
One with an unexpected stroke he stew ; 
The other fled. " Now let ua speed our best, 
Frenchman ! " he cried. On to the Loire they ran, 
And, malcing way with practised arms acixias, 
Ere long in safety gained the opposite shore. 

" Whence art thou ? " cried the warrior, " and on 

Commissioned?" 

" Is it not the voice of Conrade ? " 
Francis replied ; " and dost thou bring to us 
Tidings of succor? Oh that it had come 
A few houre earlier ! Isabel is gone ! " 

" Nay, she is safe," cried Conrade : " her I found 
Bewildered in the forest, and consigned her 
To the protection of the holy Maid, 
Wiiom Heaven iiath sent to rescue us. Now, say 
"Wherefore alone? A fugitive from Orleans, 
Or sent on dangerons service from the town ?" 

" There ia no food in Orleans," he replied, 
" Scarce a meal more. The assembled chiefs 

resolve, 
If thou shouldst bring no tidings of near aid. 
To cut their way to safety, or by death 
Prevent the pang of famine.^"' One they sought, 



iiM=.i>, Google 



118 bouthey's poems. 

Who, venturing fo the English lines, should spy 
Where best fo venture on this desperate chance ; 
And I, believing all I loved was lost. 
Offered myself." 

So saying, they approached 
The gate. The sentinel, soon as he heard 
Thitherward footsteps, with uplifted lance 
Challenged the darkUng travellers. At their voice 
He drew the strong bolte back, and cautiously 
Opened the wicket. To the careful chiefs, 
Who sate in midnight council, they were led; 
And Conrade thus addressed them : 

" Sirs ! the Lord, 
In this onr utmost need, hath sent us, Eud. 
A holy Maid hath been raised up by Heaven ; 
Her mission is by miracles confirmed ; 
And hither, with twelve hundred chosen men 
Led by Dunois, she comes. I am myself 
A witness to the truth of what I tell ; 
And, by to-morrow's noon, before these walls 
Her banner will be seen." 

Thereat the chiefs 
Were filled with wonder and with joy, by doubt 
Little repressed. " Open the granaries ! " 
Xaintrailles exclaimed; "give we to all the host. 
With hand unsparing, now a plenteous meal. 
To-morrow we are safe ; for Heaven, all-just. 
Hath seen our sufferings, and decreed their end. 
Let the glad tidings echo through the town I 
God is with us ! " 
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" Be not too confident," 
Graville replied, " in this miraculous aid. 
Some frantic woman this, who gives belief 
To idle dreams, and with her madness then 
Infects the simple 1 That Dunois is there, 
Leading in arms twelve hundred chosen men, 
Affords a better hope; yet lavish not 
Our stores, lest in the enterprise he fail, 
And Orleans then be fain to bear the yoke 
Of England." 

" Chief! I tell thee," Conrade cried, 
" I did myself behold the sepulchre, 
Fulfilling what she spake, give up those arms 
Which surely for no common end tlie grave 
Through many an age hath held inviolate. 
She is the Prophetess of the Most High, 
And will deliver Orleans ! " 

Gaucour then : 
" Be it as thou hast said ; for I must think. 
That surely to no vulgar tale these chiefs 
Would yield a light belief; and our poor stores 
Must speedilj,ye know, be clean consumed. 
Spread, then, tlie joyful tidings through llie troops, 
That God hath, to deliver the oppi'essed, 
As in old time, raised up a Prophetess, 
And the belief itself will make them flght 
With irresistible courage." 

Thus the chief, 
Aad what he said seemed good. The men of Orleans, 
IiOug by their foemen bayed, such transport felt, 



iiM=.i>, Google 



120 sou'rH:!Y'9 rosMS. 

Aa when tbe Mexicans,'"' with ea^er eye 
Gazing to Huixachtla's distant top, 
On that last night, doubtful if ever morn 
Again shall cheer them, mark the mystic Are 
Flame on the breast of some brave prisoner, — 
A dreadful altav. As they see the blaze 
Beaming on latapalapan'a near towers, 
Or oa Tezcuco's calmy lake flashed far, 
Songs of thanksgiving and the shout of joy 
Wake the loud echo : the glad husband tears 
The mantling aloe from his consort's face ; 
And children, now delivered from the dread 
Of everlaating darkness, look abroad, 
Hail the good omen, and expect the sun 
Uninjured still to run his flaming race. 

While thus in Orleans hope had banished sleep, 
The Maiden's host performed their evening prayer, 
And in the forest took their rest secure. 
And now the morning came. At earhest dawn. 
Lightly upstarting, and hedight in arms, 
The Bastard moved along, with provident eye 
Marshalling the troops. All high in hope they 

march; 
And now tlie sun shot from the southern sky 
His noontide radiance, when afar they hear 
The hum of men, and see the distant towers 
Of Orleans, and the bulwarks of the foe. 
And many a streamer wantoning in air. 
These as they saw, and thought of all the ills 
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Their brethren had endured, closely pent there 
For many a month, such ardor for the fight 
Burnt in each bosom, as young Ali felt 
Then when Mohammed of the assembled tribe 
Asked who would be his vizir. Fierce in faith, 
Forth from the race of Hashem stepped the youth : 
" Prophet of God 1 lo, I will be the man I " 
And well did Ali merit that high post, 
Victorious upon Bedei-'s fertile vale. 
And on Mount Ohud, and before the walb 
Of Chaibar, when, down-cleaving to the chest 
His giant foe, he grasped the massy gate, 
Shook with strong arm and tore it from the fort, 
And lirted it in air, portentous shield ! 

" Behold the towers of Orieans ! " cried Dunois ; 
" Lo ! this the vale where on the banks of Loire, 
Of yore, at close of day the rustic band 
Danced to the roundelay. In younger years, 
As oft I glided down the silver stream, 
Frequent upon the lifted oar I paused. 
Listening the sound of far-off mewiment. 
There wave the hostile banners ! Martial Maid ! 
Give thou the signal I let us fall upon 
These merciless invadera, who have sacked 
Village and town, aad made the hamlet-haunts 
Silent, or hearing but the widow's groan I 
Give but the signal, Maiden ! " 

Her dark eye 
Fixed sadly on the foe, the holy Maid 
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Answered him : " Ere the avenging sword be 

And slaughter be let loose, befits us send 
Some peaceful messenger, who shall make known 
The will of Heaven; so timely warned, onr foes 
Haply may yet repent, and quit in peace 
BeKieged Orleans ; for I fain would spare 
The bloody price of victory." 

So she said ; 
And, as she spake, a soldier from the ranks 
Came forward. " I will be thy messenger, 
Prophetess ! and to the English camp 
Will bear thy bidding." 

" Go," the Virgin cried, 
" Say to the Lord of Salisbury, and the chiefs 
Of England, Suffolk, Fastolffe, Talbot, Scales, 
Invaders of the country, — say, Thus says 
The Maid of Orleans : ' With your troops retire 
In peace ; of every captured town the keys 
Restore to Charles; so bloodless you may seek 
Tour native island; for the Giod of hosts 
Thus hath decreed. To Charles, the rightful heir 
By long descent and by the willing choice 
Of duteous subjects, hath the Lord assigned 
The kingdom. In His name the Virgin comes, 
Armed with the sword, yet not of mercy void. 
Depart in peace; for, ere the morrow dawns, 
Yietorious upon yonder wall shall wave 
Her holy banner.'" To the English ciimp. 
Fearless the herald went. 
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At mid-day meal, 
"With all the dissonance of boisterous mirth, 
The British chiefs caroused and quaffed the bowl, 
When, by the sentinel conducted there, 
The Mtuden's herald came. 

" Chiefs," he began, 
" Salisbury, and ye the representatives 
Of the English king, usurper of this realm, — 
To ye, the leaders of the English host, 
I come, no welcome messenger. Thus saith 
The Maid ov Oelbans ; '"With your troops retire 
In peace ; of every captured town the keys 
Restore to Charles ; so bloodless you may aeek 
Your native island ; for the God of hosts 
Thus hath decreed. To Charles, the rightful heir 
By long descent and by the willing choice 
Of duteous aubjecis, hath the Lord assigned 
The kingdom. In His name the Virgin comes, 
Armed with the sword, yet not of mercy void. 
Depart in peafle ; for, ere the morrow dawns. 
Victorious upon yonder wall shall wave 
Her holy banner.' " 

Wonder made a pause : 
To this a laugh succeeds. "What!" Fastolffe 

cried, 
" A virgin- warrior hath your monarch sent 
To save devoted Orleans ? By the rood ! 
I thank his gra«e. If she be young and fair, 
No worthless prize, my lords. Go, tell your Maid, 
Joyful we wait her coming." 
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There was one 
Among tlio English chiefs who had grown old 
In arms ; yet had not age unnerved his limbs, 
But from the flexile nimbleness of youth 
To unyielding stiffness braeed them. One who 

Him seated at the board might well have deemed 
That Talbot with his whole collected might 
Wielded the sword in war ; for on his neck 
The veins were full,"" and every muscle bore 
The character of strength. He his stern eye 
Fixed on the herald, and, before he spake, 
His silence threatened.'"* 

" Get thee gone ! " exclaimed 
The indignant chief; "away! nor think to scare 
With girlish fantasies the English host. 
That scorns your bravest warriors. Hie thee hence I 
And tell this girl she may expect to meet 
The mockery of the camp." 

" Nay, scare her not," 
Replied their chief; "go, tell this Maid of Orleans, 
That Salisbury longs to meet her in the flght. 
Nor let her fear that cords or iron chains 
Shall gall her tender limbs ; for I myself 
Will be her prison, and" 

" Contemptuous man ! 
No more ! " the herald cried, as to his cheek 
Eushed the red anger: "bearing words of peace 
And timely warning came I to your camp. 
And here have been with insolent ribaldry 
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Efioeived, Bear witness, chieftains ! that the French, 
Free from blood-guiltineas, shall meet the war," 

" And who art thou ? " cried Suffolk, and his eye 
Grew fierce and wrath-inflamed: "what fool art 

thou, 
Who, at this woman's hidding, com'at to brave 
Thehost of England? Thou shalt have thy meed!" 
Then, turning to the sentinel, he cried, 
" Prepare a stake ! and let the men of Orleans, 
And let this woman, who believes her name 
May privilege her herald, see the fire 
Consume him.^"^ Plant a staie ! for, by my God 1 
He shall be calendared of this new failh 
First martyr." 

As he spake, a sudden flush 
Came o'er the herald's cheek, and his heart beat 
With quicker action ; but the sudden flush. 
Nature's instinctive impulse, faded soon 
To such a steady hue as spake the soul 
Housed up with all its powers, and unsubdued. 
And strengthened for endurance. Through the 

Soon as the tidings spread, a shout arose — 
A hideous shout, more savage than the howl 
Of midnight wolves — around him as they tl 
To gaze upon their victim. He passed on, 
And, as they led him to the appointed place, 
Looked round, as though foi^etful of himself, 
And cried aloud, " Oh, woe it is to think 
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So many men shall never see the sun 
Go down ! Te English mothera ! mourn ye now ; 
Daughters of England ! weep ; for, hard of heart, 
Stil! your mad leaders ui^e this impious wal' ; 
And, for their folly and their wickedness, 
Tour sons, your husbands, by the sword must fall. 
Long-'suffering is the Lord, and slow to wrath ; 
But heavy are his judgments." 

He who spake 
Was young and comely. Had his cheek been pale 
With dread, and had his eye looked fearfully, 
Sure he had won compassion ; but the blood 
Gave now a livelier meaning to his cheek, 
Aa, with a prophet's look and prophet's voice, 
He rmsed his ominous warning. They who heard 
Wondered; and they who reared the stalie per- 
formed 
With half-unwilling hands their slackened toil, 
And doubted what might follow. 

Not unseen 
Reared they tiie stake, and piled around the wood : 
In 3!ght of Orleans and the Maiden's host '"' 
Had Suffolk's arrogant fierceness bade the work 
Of death be done. The Maiden's host beheld : 
At once, in eager wrath, they raised the loud 
And general chimor, " Lead us to the foe ! " 
" Not upon us, God ! " the Maid exclaimed, 
" Not upon us cry out the innocent blood ! " 
And bade the signal sound. In the English camp, 
The clarion and the trumpet's blare was heai-d : 
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In haste they seize their arms; in haste (hey form; 
Some by bold words seeking to hide their fear 
Even from themselves, some silently in prayer; 
For much their hearts misgave them. 

But the rage 
Of Suffolk swelled within him. " Speed your work ! " 
Exclaimed the injurious eaxl ; " kindle the pile ! 
That France may see the fire, and, in defeat. 
Feel aggravated shame." 

And now they hound 
The herald to the stake. He cried aloud, 
ind fixed his eye on SufFolfc, " Let not him. 
Who girdeth on his harness boast himself 
As he that puts it off".'" They come, they come, — 
God and the Maid I " 

The host of France approached. 
And Suffolk eagerly beheld the fire 
Brought near the pile ; when suddenly a shout 
Toward Orleans called his eye, and tlience he saw 
A man-at-arms upon a barded steed 
Come thundering on. 

As when Chederles comes '"^ 
To md the Moslem on his deathless horse, 
Swaying the sword with such resistless arm, 
Such mightiest force, as he Iiad newly quaffed 
The hidden waters of eternal youth, 
Till with the copious draught of life and strength 
Inebriate ; such, so fierce, so terrible. 
Came Conrade through .the camp. Aright, alefl, 
The affrighted foemen scatter from his spear ; 
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Onward he comes ; and now the circling thrang 
Fly fK»m the stake ; and now he checks his course. 
And cuU the herald's bonds, and bids him live 
To arm and fight and conquer. 

" Haste thee henc« 
To Orleans I " cried the warrior. " Tell the chiefs 
There is confusion in the English camp : 
Bid them come forth," On Gonrade's st«ed the 

Leaped up, and hastened onward. He the wliile 
Turned to the war. 

Like two conflicting clouds, 
Pregnant with thunder, moved the hostile hosts. 
Then man met man, then on the battered shield 
Rung the loud lance, and through the darkened sky 
Fast fell tlie arrowy storm. Amid his foes, 
The Bastard's arm dealt irresistibly 
The strokes of death ; and by his side the Maid 
Led the fierce fight, — the Maid, though all unused 
To such rude conflict, now inspired by Heaven, 
Flashing her flamy falchion through the troops, 
That like the thunderbolt, where'er it fell. 
Scattered the trembling ranks. The Saracen, 
Though armed from Cashbin or Damascus, wields 
A weaker sword ; nor might that magic blade 
Compare with this, which Oriana saw 
Flame in the ruffian Ardan'a robber hand. 
When, sick and cold as death, she turned away 
Her dizzy eyes, lest they should see the fall 
Of her own Amadis. Nor plated shield. 
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Nor the strong hauberk, nor the crested casque, 
Stay that descending sword. Dreadful she moved, 
Like as the angel of the Lord went forth 
And smote his army, when the Assyrian king, 
Haughty of Hamath and Sepharv^m fallen, 
Blasphemed the God of Israel. 

Yet the fight 
Hung doubtful, where, exampUng hardiest deeds,. 
Salisbury struck down the foe, and Fastolffe strove. 
And in the hottest doings of the war 
Towered Talbot. He, remembering the past day 
When from his name the affrighted sons of France 
Fled trembling, all astonished at their force 
And woiitless valor, rages round the field 
iJreadful ia anger; yet in every man 
Meeting a foe fearless, and in the faith 
Of Heaven's assistance firm. 

The clang of arms 
Reaches the waOs of Orleans, For the war 
Prepared, and confident of victory. 
Forth speed the troops. Not, when afar exhaled. 
The hungry raven snuffs the steam of blood 
That from some carcass-covered field of fame 
Taints the pure air, flies he more eagerly 
To feed upon the slain, than the Orleanites, 
Impatient now for many an ill endured 
In the long siege, to wreak upon their foes 
Due vengeance. Then more fearful grew the fray ; 
The swords that late flashed to the evening sun '"* 
Now quenched in blood their radiance. 
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O'er the host 
Howled a deup wiad, that, ominous of storms, 
Rolled OH the lurid clouds, Tlie blackened night 
Frowned, and the thunder from the troubled sky 
Roared hollow. Javelius clashed and buLklet s r ing ; 
Shield pressed on shield , loud on the helmet jdired 
The poQderous battle-axe , the frequent gioau 
Of death commingling with the storm was heard, . 
And the shrill shriek of fear Etpii su(,h \ atorm 
Before the walls of Chaitres quelled the piide 
Of the third Edward, when the heavy h\il 
Smote down his soldfeia, and the eonqueior hpird 
God in the tempest, aud remembered thpu, 
With a remorseful sense of Chiiatiaa feai. 
What misery he had caused ■xnd iq thp name 
Of blessed Mat-y vowed a vow of peace "° 

Lo ! where the holy banner waved aloft, 
The lambent lightnings play. Irradiate round, 
As with a blaze of glory, o'er the field 
It streamed miraculous splendor. Then their hearts 
Sunk, and the English trembled ; with such fear 
Possessed as when the Canaanites beheld 
The sun stand still on Gibeon, at the voice 
Of that king-conquering warrior, he who smot« 
The country of the hiUs and of the south. 
From Baal-gad to Halak, and their chiefs, 
Even as the Lord commanded. Swift they fled 
From that portentous bauner, and the sword 
Of France ; though Talbot with vtwn valiancy 
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Yet urged the war, and stemmed alone the tide 
Of battle. Even their leaders felt dismay : 
Faatolffe fled first, and Salisbury in the rout 
Mingled ; and, all impatient of defeat, 
Borne backward Talbot turns. Then echoed loud 
The cry of conquest ; deeper grew the storm ; 
And darkness, hovering o'er on raven wing. 
Brooded the field of death. 

Nor in the camp 
Deem themselves safe the trembling fugitives ; 
On to the forts they haste. Bewildered there 
Amid the moats by fear and the thick gloom 
Of more than midnight darkness, plunge the troops, 
Crushed by iast-following numbers, who partake 
The death they give. As swoln with vernal snows 
A mountain torrent hurries on its way, 
TiU, at the brink of some abrupt descent 
Arrived, with deafening clamor down it falls ; 
Thus borne along, tumultuously the troops. 
Driven by the force behind them, plunge amid 
The liquid death. Then I'ose the dreadful cries 
More dreadful, and the dash of breaking watera 
That to the passing lightning as they broke 
Opened their depth. 

Nor, of the host so late 
Exultant in the pride of long success, 
A remnant had escaped, had not their chief, 
Slow as he moved unwilling from the field. 
What most might profit the defeated ranks 
Bethought him. He, when he had gained the fort 
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Named from St John, there kindled up on high 
The guiding flre Not unobserved it rose : 
The wat<,hful guards on Tournelles, and the pile 
Of that proud ntj in remembrance fond 
Called London light their beacons. Soon the 

Flame on the summit of the circling forts, 
Which, with their moat« and crenellated walls, 
Included Oilcans Far across the plain 
They cast a lund splendor; to the troops 
Grateful, as to the way-worn traveller, 
Wandering with parehed feet o'er Ambian sands, 
The far-off cistern: he, for many a league 
Travelling the trackless desolate, where heaved 
With tempest swell the desert billows round. 
Pauses, and shudders at his, perils past, 
Then, wild with joy, speeds on to tasie (be wave 
So long bewailed. 

Swift as the affnghted bei-d 
Scud o'er the plain, when rattling thunder-cracks 
Upon the bolted lightning follow close, 
The English hasten to their sheltering forts. 
Even there of safety doubtful, still appalled 
And trembling, as the pilgrim who, by night 
On his way wildered, to the wolf's deep howl 
Hears the wood echo, when, from close pursuit 
Escaped, the topmost branch of some tall tree 
He grasps close clinging, still of the wild beast 
Fearful, his teeth jar, and the cold sweat stands 
Upon his clammy limbs. 
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Nor now the Maid, 
Greedy of vengeance, presses the pursuit. 
She bids the trumpet of retreat resound: 
A welcome note to the affrighted foe 
Blew that loud blast, wheretU obediently 
The French, though eager on the invaders' heads 
To wreak their wrath, stay their victorious sword. 

Loud is the cry of conquest as they turn 
To Orleans. There what few to guard the town 
Unwilling had remained, haste forth to meet 
The triumph. Many a blazing torch they held, 
Which, raised aloft amid the midnight storm. 
Flashed far a festive light. The Maid advanced ; 
Deep through the sky the hollow thunders rolled;'" 
Innocuous lightnings round the hallowed banner 
Wreathed their red radiance. 

Through the city-gate 
Then, as the laden convoy passed, was heard 
The shout of exultation ; and such joy 
The men of Orleans at that welcome sight 
Possessed, as when, from Bactria late subdued, 
The mighty Macedonian led his troops 
Amid the Sogdian desert, where no stream 
"Wastes on the wild its fertilizing i\aves, 
Fearful alike to pause or to proceed, 
Scorched by the sun, that o'er their morning 

march 
Steamed his hot vapors, heart-subdued and faint ; 
Such joy as then they felt, when from the heights 
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Burst the soul-gladduniiig sound ; for thence was 

The evening sun silvering the fertile vaJe, 
Where Oxus rolled below. 

Clamors of joj 
Echo along the streets of Orleans, wont 
Long time to hear the infant's feeble cry, 
The mother's frantic shriek, or the dread sound. 
When from the cannon burst its stores of death. 
Far flames the Are of joy on ruined piles 
And high-heaped carcasses, whence, scared away 
From his abhorred meal, on clattering wing 
Rose the night-raven slow. 

In the English forts, 
Sad was the scene. There, all the livelong night, 
Steal in the stra^ling fugitives ; as when 
Past is the storm, and o'er the azure sky 
Serenely shines the sun, with every breeze 
The waving branches di'op their gathered rain. 
Renewing the remembrance of the storm. 



THE SEVENTH BOOK. 

Strong were the English forts,"^ by daily toil 
Of Ihousands reared on high, when, to insure 
His meditated conquest, Salisbury 
Resolved from Orleans to shut out all means 
Of human succor. Bound the city stretched 
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Their liue continuous, massy as the wall 
Erat by the fearful Eoman on the bounda 
Of Caledonia raised, when, soul-enalaved, 
The race degenerate feared the car-borne chiefs 
Who moved from Morven down. 

Broad battlements 
Crested the bulwark, and safe standing-place 
For archer or for mau-at-arms wus there ; 
The frequent buttress at just distance rose 
Declining from ita base; and sixty forts 
Seemed in their strength to render all secure : 
But loi^ier and massier than the rest, 
As though of some large castle each the keep, 
Stood six square fortresses with turrets flanked, — 
Piles of unequal strength, though now deemed weak 
'Gainst puissance more than mortal. Safely thenc* 
The skilful bowman, entering with his eye "^ 
The city, might, himself the while uaseen, 
Through the long opening aim his winged deaths. 
Loire's waves, diverted, filled the deep-dug moat 
Circling the whole : a bulwark vast it was 
As that which round their camp and stranded ships 
The Achaians rtuaed, a common sepulchre 
Of thousands slaughtered, and tlte doomed death- 
place 
Of many a chief, when Priam's virtuous son 
Assailed them, then in hope, with favoring Jove. 

Bui, cowering now amid their sheltering forts, 
Trembled the invading host. Their leader's care 
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In anxious vigilance prepares to ward 
Tlie assault expected. Rightly he ared 
The Maid'a intent, but vainly did he seek 
To kindle in their breasts the wonted Hame 
Of valor; for, by prodigies unmanned, 
They wait the mom. The soldiers' pride was gone ; 
The blood was on their swords ; their bucklers lay 
Defiled and unrepaired ; "* they sharpened not 
Their blunted speai-s ; the affrighted jircher's hand 
Relaxed not bis bent bow. To them, confused 
With fears of unknown danger, the long night 
Was dreadi'ul ; but more dreadful dawned the day. 

The morning came : the martial Maid arose ; 
Lovely in arms she moved. Around the gate. 
Eager again for conquest, throng the troops. 
High towered the Son of Orleans, in his strength 
Poising the ponderous spear ; his battered shield. 
Witnessing tlje fierce fray of yesternight, 
Hung on his sinewy arm. 

" Maiden of Arc ! " 
So aa he spake approaching, cried the chief, 
" Well hast thou pi-oved thy mission ; as by words 
And miracles attested when dismayed 
The grave theologists dismissed their doubts, 
So in the field of battle now confirmed. 
Ton well-fenced forte protect the fugitives. 
And seem as in their strength they mocked our 

Yet must they fall." 
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" And fall they shall ! " replied 
The Maid of Orleans: "ere the sun be set, 
The lily on that shattered wall shall wave 
Triumphant. Men of Finance ! ye have fought 

On yon blood-reeking plain ; your humbled foe? 
Lurk trembling now behind their massy walb. 
Wolves that have ravaged the neglected flock ! 
The Shepherd — the great Shephei'd — is arisen! 
Ye ily ! yet shall not ye hy flight escape 
His vengeance. Men of Orleans ! it were vain 
By words to waken wrath within your breasts. 
Look round I Yourholybuildings and your homes- 
Ruins that choke the way ! your populous town — 
One open sepulchre ! "Who is there here 
That does not mourn a friend, a brother, slain ; 
A. parent famished ; or his dear, loved wife 
Tom from his bosom, outcast, broken-hearted, 
Cast on the mercy of mankind ? " 

She ceased ; 
A cry of indignation from the host 
Burst forth ; and aU, impatient for the wai'. 
Demand the signal. These Dunoia arrays 
In four battalions. XaintraiUes, tried in war. 
Commands the first, — XaintraiUes, who oftentimes 
Defeated, oft a prisoner, and as ail 
Released for ransom, both with friend and foe 
Growing repute of active hardihood 
And martial skill obtwned ; so erst from earth 
Antseus vaunting in his giant bulk, 
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When, grasped by force Herculean, down he fell 
Vanquished, anon uprose more fierce for war. 

Graucour the second battle led, — true friend 
And faithful seryant of the imprisoned duke ; 
In counsel provident, in action prompt, 
Collected always, always self-controlled. 
He from the soldiei-s' confidence and love 
Prompter obedience gained than ever fear 
Forced from the heart reluctant. 

The third hand 
Alen^on leads. On Vemeuil's fatal field, 
The day when Buchan and the Douglas died, 
Wounded and senaeleas with the loss of blood, 
He fell, and, there being found, was borne away 
A prisoner, in the ills of that defeat 
Participant, partaking not the shame. 
But, for his rank and high desert, the king 
Had ransomed him, doomed now to meet the foe 
With better fortune. 

O'er the last presides 
The bastard Son of Orleans, great in arms. 
His prawess knew the foes, and his fair fame 
Acknowledged, since before his stripling arm 
Fled Warwick, — Warwick, he whose wide renown 
Greece knew, and Antioch, and the holy soil 
Of Palestine, since there in arms he went 
On gallant pilgrims^e ; yet by Dunoia 
Baffled, and yielding him the conqueror's praise. 
And by his side the martial Maiden passed, 
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Lovely ia arms, as that Arcadian boy 
Parthenopteus,'" when, the war of beasts 
Disdaining, he to cope with men went forth, 
Bearing the bow and those Dictteau shafts 
Diana gave, when she the youth's fair form 
Saw, softened, and forgave the mother's fault. 

Loup's was the nearest fort. Here Gladdisdale "° 
Commiinds the English, who, as the enemy 
Moved to the assault, from how and arbalist 
Their shafts and quarrels showered. !Nor did they 

Hand-weapons only and hand-engines here ; 

Nor by the arm alone, or bowstring sped. 

The missile flew, but driven by the strained force 

Of the balls ta,'" in one body spent 

Stayed not; through arms and men it made its way. 

And, leaving death behind, still held its course 

By many a death unclogged. With rapid march. 

Onward the assailants came ; and now they reached 

Where, by the bajle's embattled wall,"' in arms 

The knights of England stood. There Poyaings 

shook 
His htnce, and Gladdisdale his heavy mace 
For the death-blow prepared. Alenjon here, 
And here the Bastard came, and, by the Maid, 
That daring man who to the English host, 
Then insolent of many a conquest gained, 
Had borne her bidding. A rude coat of mail, 
Unhoaed, unhooded, as of lowly line,"^ 
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He wore, though here amid the high-bora chiefs 
Pre-eminent for prowess. Ou his head 
A black plume shadowed the rude-featured helm.** 
Then was the war of men, when front to front 
They reared the hostile hand, for low the wall 
Where an itssailant's upward-driven spear 
Might reach his enemy. 

As Alenfon moved, 
On Ills crown-created helm'-'' with ponderous blow 
Fell Gladdisdale's huge mace. Back he recoiled 
Astounded ; soon recovering, his sharp lance 
Thrust on the warrior's shield: there fast infixed, 
Nor could Alenfon the deep-driven spear 
Recover, nor the foeman from his grasp 
Wrench the contended weapon. Fierce again 
He lifis the mace, that on the ashen hilt 
Fell full: it shivered, and tlie Frenchman held 
A pointless truncheon. "Where the Bastai-d fought, 
The spear of Poynings, through his plated mail 
Pierced, and against the iron fence beneath^'" 
Blunted its point. Again he thrust the spear: 
At once Dunois on his broad buckler met 
The unharming stroke, and aimed with better hap 
His javelin. Tiirough his sword-arm did it pierce, 
Maugre the mail : hot from the streaming wound 
He plucked the weapon forth, and in his breast 
Clean through the hauberk drove. 

But there the war 
Eaged fiercest where the martial Maiden moved 
A minister of wrath ; for thither thronged 
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The bravest champions of the adverse host. 
And, on her either side, two wai'riors stood 
Protecting her, and aiming at her foes 
Watchful their weapons, of themselves the while 
Little regarding : on the one side, he 
Who to the English had her bidding borne; 
Firmly he stood, nntired and undismayed, 
Though many a spear gainst his hurgonet 
Was thrust, and on hia arm the buckler hung 
Heavy, thick-bristled with the hostile shafts, 
Even like a porcupine, when, in his r^e 
Housed, he collects within him all his force, 
Himself a quiver. On the other hand. 
Competing with him to protect the Maid, 
Conrade maintained the light: at all point* armed, 
A jazerent of double mail he wore ; 
Its weight in little time had wearied one 
Of common strength ; but unencumbered he. 
And uufatigued, alertly moved in it. 
And wielded with both hands a battle-axe. 
Which gave no second stroke ; for, where it fell, 
Not the strong buckler nor the plated miiil 
Might save, nor crested casque. On Molyn's head, 
Aa at the Maid he aimed hia javelin. 
Forceful it fell, and shivered with the blow 
The iron helm, and to his brain-pan drove 
The fragments. At his fall, the enemy. 
Stridden with instantaneous fear, gave way. 
That instant, Conrade, with an active bound. 
Sprung on the battlements ; ^^ and there he stood, 
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Keepiug the ascent. The herald and tlie Maid 
Followed ; and soon the exulting cry of France 
Along the lists was heard, as there they saw 
Her banner planted. G-laddisdale beheld, 
And hastened from his well-defended post, 
That where immediat* danger more required, 
There he might take his staad; against the Maid 
He bent his way, and hoped oae happy blow 
Might end at once the new-raised hopes of France, 
And, by her death, to the English arms their old 
Ascendency restoi'e. Nor did not Joan 
Areed his purpose, but with lifted shield 
Prepared she stood, and poised her sparkling spear. 
The English chief came on : he raised his mace ; 
With cij'cling force the iron weight swung high,'^ 
And Gladdisdale with his collected strength 
Impelled the blow. The man of lowly line 
That instant rushed between, and reared his shield. 
And met the broken stroke, and thrust his lance 
Clean through the gorget of the English knight. 
A gallant man, of no ignoble line, 
Was Gladdisdale. His sires had lived in peace ; 
They heaped the hospitable hearth, they spread 
The feast, their vassals loved them, and afar 
The traveller told their fame. In peace they died, 
And to their ancient burial-place were home 
With book and bell, torches, and funeral chant ; 
And duly for their souls the neighboring monks 
The solem.n office sung. Now far away 
Their offrfpriog fulls, the last of all his race, 
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Slain in a foreign land, and doomed to share 
A common grave. 

Then terror seized the host, 
Theiv chieftain dead. And lo ! where oq the wall 
Maintained of late by Gladdisdale so well, 
The Son of Orleans stands, and sways around 
His falchion, keeping thus at bay the foe, 
Till on the battlements his comrades climb 
And raise the shout ot coniiuest Then, ipjialled, 
The English fled : noi fled they impuraued , 
For, mingling with the foremost fugiti\e=. 
The gallant Conrade ruahed, and with the throng 
Theknighfa of France togelher o'ei the budge 
Pressed forward. Nor the gauisoii within 
Durst let the pondeious portcullis fall , 
For m the entrance of the fort the fight 
Raged fiercely, and together through the gate 
The vanquished English and their e^er foes 
Paased in the flying conflict. 

Weil, I deem, 
And wisely, did the heroic Spaniard act 
At Vera Cruz, wbeu he, his yet sound ships 
Dismantling, left no spot where treacherous fear 
Might still with wild and wistful eye look ba«k; 
For, knowing do retreat, his desperate troops 
In conquest sought their safety; victors hence 
At Tlaacala, and o'er the Choluiana, 
And by Otompan, on that bloody field 
When Mexico her patriot thousands poured. 
Fierce in vtun valor, on their dreadful foes. 
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There was a portal ia the English foi't, 
Wliicli opened oti the wall ; ^ a speedier path 
Ib the hour of safety, whenee the sol<lfei''s eye 
Might overlook the river's pleasant course. 
Fierce in the gateway raged the deadly war ; 
For there the Maiden strove, and Conrade there, 
And he of lowly line, bravelier than whom 
Fought not in that day's battle. Of success 
Desperate, for fixim above the garrison 
(Lest upon friead and enemy alike 
The indiscriminating blow should light) 
Could give no aid, the English of that way 
Bethought them ; by that egi'ess they forsook 
St. Loup's, and the Orieanitea with shouts of joy 
Beheld the Virgin's banner on its height 
In triumph planted. Swift along the wall, 
The English haste to St. Joha's neighboring fort, 
Flying with fearful speed. Nor from pursuit 
The victors ceased, but with the fugitives 
Mingled and waged the war ; and combatants. 
Locked in each other's grasp, together fell 
Precipitate. 

But foremost of the French, 
Dealing destruction, Conrade made his way 
Along the wall, and to the nearest fort 
Came in pursuit ; nor did not then the chief 
What most might serve bethink him ; but he took 
His stand in the portal, and, fli'st looking back, 
Lifted his voice aloud ; three times he raised. 
Cheering and calling on his countrymen. 



MM=-i>,Googlc 



JOAN OK AltC. BOOK VII. U5 

That voice o'er all tlie uproar heard afar ; 

Then to the strife addressed himself, assailed 

By numecons foes, who clamorously now 

Menaced hia single person. He the while 

Stood iirm, not vwnly confident or rash, 

But in his vant^e more than his own strength 

Trusting; for narrow was the portal way, 

To one alone fit passive, from above 

Not overbrowed by jutting parapet,^™ 

Whence aught might crush him. He in double mat! 

Was armed ; a massy burgonet, well tried 

In many a hard-fought field, helming his head ; 

And, fenced with iron plates, a buckler broad 

Hung from his neck. Nor, to dislodge the chief. 

Could the English bring their numbers; for the 

By upward steps presented from flie fort 

A narrow ascent, where one alone could meet 

The war. Yet were they of their numbers proud ; 

Though useless numbers were in that strait path. 

Save by assault unceasing to outlast 

A single warrior, who at length must sink 

Fatigued with slaughter, and, by toil fbredone, 

Succumb. 

There was ainid the garrison 
A gallant knight, who at Vemeuil had fought. 
And good renown for feats of arms achieved 
Had gained in that day's victory. For him 
His countrymen made way ; and he his lance 
Thrust upward against Conrade, who perceived 
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The intent, and, as the weapon toudied his shielii. 
Smote with liis battle-axe the ashen shaft ; 
Then, plucking from the shield the severed head, 
He threw it back.*^ "With wary bend, the foe 
Shrunk from the flying death ; yet not in vain 
Fi-om that strong hand the fate-fi'auglit weapon 

flew 
Full on the corselet of a meaner man ^™ 
It fell, and pierced him where the heaving lungs. 
In vital pUy distended, to the heart 
Roll ba-k their biightened tide. Prom the deep 

wound 
The red blood gushed ; prone on the steps he fell, 
And, in the strong, convulsive grasp of death. 
Grasped his long pike. Of unrecorded name 
The soldier died ; and yet he left behind 
One who then never said her daily prayers 
Of him forgetful ; who, to every tale 
Of the distant war lending an eager ear, 
Grew pale, and trembled. At her cottage-door 
The wretched one shall sit, and with fixed eye 
Giaze on the path, where, on his parting steps. 
Her last look hung. Nor ever shall she know 
Her husband dead, but, cherishing a hope 
Whose fiilsehood inwardly she knows too weD, 
Feel life itself with that false hope decay. 
And wake at night from miserable dreams 
Of his return, and, weeping o'er her babe, 
Too surely think that soon that fatherless child 
Must of its mother also be bereft. 
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Droppinghis broken spear, the exasperate knight 
Drew forth the sword, and up the atepa advanced 
Like one who disregarded in his strength 
The enemy's vantage, destined to abide 
That rashness dearly, Conrade stood prepared, 
Held forth his buckler, and his battle-axe 
Uplifted. Where the buckler was beneath 
Rounded, the falchion struck, — a bootless blow 
To pierce its plated folds ; more forcefully. 
Full on his crested helm, the battle-ase 
Descended, driving in both crest and crown. 
From the knight's eyes, at that deatb-stroke, the 

Started; with blood the chambers of the brain 
Were filled ; his breastplate with convulsive throes 
Heaved as he fell. Victorious he the prize 
At many a tournament had borne away 
In mimic war; happy if, so content 
With bloodless glory, he had never left 
The mansion of his sires. 

But terrified 
The English stood, nor durst adventure now 
Near that death-doing foe. Amid their host 
Was one who well could from the stubborn yew 
Send his sharp shafts : well skilled in woodcraft he, 
Even as the merry outlaws who their haunts 
In Sherwood held, and bade their bugles rouse 
The sleeping stag ere on the web-woven grass 
The dewdropa sparkled lo the rising sua. 
He, safe in distance, at the warrior aimed 
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The feathered dart ; with force he drew the hoiv ; 
Loud on hia bracer sti-uck the sounding string; 
And swifi and strong the well-fledged arrow flew. 
It pierced the shield, and reached, but reached in 

The breastplate. While he fitted to the bow 
A second arrow, Conrade raised his voice, 
Shouting for timely succor to secure 
The entrance he had gained. Nor was the call 
Unheard nor unobeyed : responsive shouts 
Announced assistance nigh ; the Orleanites 
From St Loup's captured fort along the wall 
Sped to support him. Cheering was the sound 
Of their near footsteps to the chief: he drew 
Hia falchion forth, and do^vii the steps he went. 
Then terror seized the English ; for their foes 
Pressed through the open portal, and the sword 
Of Conrade was among them making way. 
Not lo the TroJMia when their ships were lost 
More dreadful the Rutilian hero seemed, 
Then hoping well to right himself in arms ; 
Nor with more fury through the atreeta of Paris 
Eushed the fierce King of Sarza, Eodomont, 
Clad in his dragon mail. 

Like some tall rock, 
Around whose billow-beaten foot the waves 
Spend their vain force, unshaken Conrade stood ; 
Wlicn, drawing courage from despair, the foe 
Ecnewed the contest. Through the throng he hewed 
His way unhurt amid the arrowy shower ; 
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Th-ough on his shield and hehn the darts fell fast, 
As the seared leaves that from the trembling tree 
The autumnal whirlwind shakes ; nor did he pause 
Till to the gate he came, and with strong hand 
Seized on the massy holts. These as he drew, 
Full oa his helm a weighty English sword 
Descended. Swift he turned to wreak his wrath; 
When, lo ! the assailant gasping on the ground, 
Cleft by the Maiden's falchion. She herself 
To the foe opjMJsing, with her herald's tud, — 
For they alone, following the adventurous steps 
Of Courade, still kept pace as he advanced, — 
Shielded him while with eager hand he drew 
Tde bolts. The gale turned slow : forth leapt the 

And shivered with his battle -axe the chains 
That held on high the bridge. Down fell the bridge 
Beboimding ; the victorious troops rushed in ; 
And, from their walls, the Orleanites, with shouts 
And tears of joy, beheld on Fort St. John 
The lilies wave. 

" On to Fort London ! on ! " 
Cried Conrade. " Xaintrailles, while the day endures, 
Once more advance to certain victory ! 
Force ye the lists, and fill the moat, and bring 
The battering-ram gainst their gates and waDs. 
Anon I shall be with you." Thus he sfud ; 
Then to the Damsel : " Maid of Arc ! awhile 
Let thou and I withdraw, and, by short rest, 
Kenew our strength." So saying, he his helm 
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Unlaced, and in the Loire's near-flowing stream 
Cooled his hot face. The Maid her head uiihelmed. 
And, stooping to the stream, reflected there 
Saw her wliite plumage stained with human blood ! 
Shuddering she saw ; but soon her steady soul 
Collected, On the banks she liud her down, 
Freely awhile respiring ; for her breath 
Still panted from the flghL Silent they lay; 
And gratefully the cooling breezes bathed 
Their throbbing temples. 

Eve was drawing on : 
The sunbeams on the gently waving stream 
Danced sparkling. Lost in thought the warrior lay ; 
Then, as if wakening from a dream, he said, 
" Maiden of Arc ! at such an hour as this, 
Beneath the o'erarching forest's checkered shade, 
With that lost woman have I wandered on, 
Talking of years of happiness to come. 
hours for eyer fled ! dehghtful hopes 
Of the unsuspecting heart ! I do believe. 
If Agnes on a worthier one had fixed 
Her love, that, though my heart had nursed till death 
Its sorrows, I had never on her choice 
Cast one upbraiding; — but to stoop to him! 
A harlot ! an adulteress ! " '^ 

In his eye 
Fierce anger flashed : anon of what she was, 
Ere the contagious vices of the court 
Polluted her, he thought. " O happy age ! " 
He cried, " when all the family of man 
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Freely enjoyed their goodly heritage, 
And only bowed the knee in prayer to God ! 
Calm flowed the unruffled stream of years along, 
Till o'er the peaceful rustic's head the hair 
Grew gray in full of time. Then he would ait 
Beneatli the coetaneous oak ; while round, 
Sons, grandsons, and their offspring, joined to foi'm 
The blameless merriment, and learnt of him 
What time to yoke the oxen to the plough. 
What hollow moanings of the western wind 
Foretell the storm, and in what lurid clouds 
The embryo lightning lies. Well pleased, he taught, 
A heart^smile glowing on his aged, cheek. 
Mild as the summer sun's decaying light. 
Thus quietly the stream of life flowed on, 
Till in the shoreless ocean lost at length. 
Around the bed of death his numerous race 
Listened, in no unprofitable grief, 
HJs last advice, and caught his latest sigh ; 
And when he died, as he had fallen asleep, 
In his own ground, and underneath the tree 
Which, planted at his birth, with him had grown. 
And flourished in its strength when he decayed, 
They delved the narrow house ; where oft at eve 
Their children's children gathered rdund to hear 
The example of his life and death impressed. 
Maiden ! and such the evening of my days 
Fondly I hoped ; and would that I had lived 
In those old times,^'" or till some better age 
Slumbered unborn ! for this is a hard race. 
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Aa evil generation ; nor by day, 

Nor ia tlie niglit, have respite from their cares 

And wretohedQess. But I shall be at rest 

Soon in tliat better world of peace and love 

Where evil is not. In that better world, 

Joan 1 we shall meet ; and he, too, will be there, — 

Thy Theodore." 

Soothed by his words, flie Maid 
Had listened sadly, till at that loved name 
She wept. " Nay, Maid ! " he cried, " I did not 

To wake a tear : yet pleasant is thy grief. 
Thou know'st not what it is, around thy heart 
To have a false one wreathe in viper folds. 
But to the battle ! in the clang of arms. 
We win foi^etfiilness." 

Then from the bank 
He sprung, and helmed his head. The Msud arose. 
Bidding awhile adieu to gentle thoughts. 
On to the fort they speed, whose name recalled 
England's proud capital to the English host, 
Now half-snbdued, anticipating death, 
And vainly wishing they from her white cliffe 
Had never spread the sail. Cold terror creeps 
Through every nerve : already they look round 
With haggard eyes, as seeking where to fly. 
Though Talbot there presided, with their chief, 
The dauntless Salisbury, 

" Soldiers, tried in anns ! " 
Thus, hoping to revive with gallant speech 
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Tiieir courage, Salisbury spake; "brave country- 

Victorioua in so many a hard-fought fight ! 

Wliat! shrink ye now dismayed? Oh, call to mind 

The plains of Agincourt, where vanquished Franco 

Fled with her thousands from your fathei^' aims ! 

Have ye forgotten how our English swords, 

On that illustrious day before Veraeuil, 

Cut down the flower of all their chivalry ? 

Then was that nohle heart of Douglas pierced, "^ 

Bold Buchan hit the earth, and Nai'bonne died ; 

And this Alenjon, boaster as he is, 

Cried mercy to his conqueror. Shall I speak 

Of our victorious banner on the walls 

Of Tenviile and Baagenci triumphing, 

And of that later hour of victory 

When Clermont and the Bastard plied their spurs ? 

Shame 1 shame I that beaten boy is here in arms ; 

And ye will fly before the fugitives ! — 

Fly from a woman, from a frantic girl. 

Who with her empty mummeries tries to blast 

Your courage ; or if mii-aeles she bring. 

Aid of the Devil ! Who ia there among you 

False to his country, to his former fame. 

To your old leader who so many a time 

Hath led ye on to glory?" 

From tlie host 
There came a heartless shout ; then Talbot's cheek 
Grew red with indignation. " Ear! ! " swd he. 
Addressing Salisbury, " there is no hope 
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From these white-livered dastards ; and this fort 
Will fall an easy conquest. We must out, 
And gain the Tournelles, better fortified, 
Fit to endure a siege : that hope in view. 
Cowed as they axe, the men from very fear 
May gather what will do for this poor turn 
The work of courage." 

Bravely thus he spake, 
Advising well, and SaUsbury replied: 
" Rightly thou say'st. But, Talbot, could we reach 
The sorceress in the battle, one sure blow 
Might give us back, this hour, the mastery 
So marvellously lost. Nor difficult 
To meet the wench ; for from the battlements 
I have beheld her foremost in the attack. 
Playing right valiantly the soldier's part. 
In her the enemy have their strength ; with her 
Their strength would fall. And had we her but once 
Within arm-stroke, witch though she be, methinks 
Her devilry could neither blunt the edge 
Of thy good sword nor mine." 

Thus communed they ; 
And through the host the gladdening tidings ran, 
That they should seek the Tournelles. Then their 

hearts 
Giathered new strength, placing on those strong 

Dependence : O vain hope ! for neither wall 
Nor moat nor fort can save, if fear witliin 
Palsy the soldier's arm. 
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Them issuing forth, 
As from the river's ba,iiks they passed along. 
The Maid beheld, " Lo, Cpnrade ! " she exclaimed, 
" The foe advance to meet us. Look ! they lower 
The bridge ; and now they rush upon the traops : 
A gallant onset ! Dost thou mark the man 
Who all this day has by our side endured 
Tine hottest conflict? Often I beheld 
His feats with wonder ; but his prowess now 
Makes all his actions in the former flght 
Seem as of no account : knowest thou him ? 
There is not one, amid the host of Prance, 
Of fairer promise." 

" He," the chief replied, 
" Wretched and prodigal of life, achieves 
The exploits of despair ; a gallant youth, 
Widowed, like me, of hope, and but for wkom 
I had been seen among mankind no more. 
Maiden ! with me, thy comrade in the war. 
His arm is vowed to heaven. Lo where he stands, 
Bearing the battle's hrunt ! " 

Nor paused they now 
In further converse, to the perilous fray 
Speeding, not unobserved ; for Salisbury saw, 
And called on Talbot. Six, the bravest knights. 
And sworn with them, against the Virgin's life 
Addressed their course. She by the herald's side 
Now urged the war, when on her white-plumed helm 
The hostile falchion fell. On high she lifts 
That hallowed sword, which in the tomb for her, 



iiM=.i>, Google 



If'i) soutiiey's poems. 

Age after age, by miracle reserved, 

Had lain, which time itself could not corrode : 

How, then, might shield or breastplate or close mail 

Retund its edge ? Beneath that edge her foe 

Fell ; and the knight who to avenge him came, 

Smitten by Conrade's battle-axe, was felled 

Upon his dying friend. With Talbot here 

The daving herald urged unequal fight ; 

For, like some oak that in its rooted strength 

Defies the storm, the undaunted earl endured 

His quick assault. The herald round him wheels 

liapidly, now on this side, now on that, 

With many a feigned and many a frastrate aim 

Flashing his falchion ; now, as he perceives 

With wary eye the earl's intended stroke, 

Beading or leaping, lithe of limb, aside. 

Then quick and agile in assault again. 

Ill-fated man! one deed of glory more 

Shall with the short-lived lightning's splendor grace 

This thy death-day ; for Shiughter even now 

Stands o'er thy loom of life, and lifts his sword. 

Upon her shield the martial Maid received 
An English warrior's blow, and in his side. 
Beneath the arm upriused, in prompt return 
Pierced him : that instant Salisbury sped his sword, 
Which, glancing from her helm, fell on the folds 
That armed her neck, and, milking there its way, 
Stiuned with her blood its edge. The herald saw, 
And turned from Talbot, heedless of himself, 
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And, lifting up liis falchion, all his force 

Concentred. On the hreast of Salisbury 

It fell, and cleft his mail, and through the plate 

Beneath it drove, and in. his heart's blood plunged. 

Lo ! as he struck, the mighty Talbot came, 

And smote his helmet : slant the weapon fell ; 

The strings gave way, the helmet dropped, the earl 

Repeated on that head disarmed his blow : 

Too late to interpose, the Maiden saw, 

And in that miserable moment knew 

Her Theodore. 

Him Conrade, too, had seen. 
And, from a foe whom he had beaten down. 
Turned terrible in vengeance. Front to front 
They stood, and each for the death-blow prepared 
His angry might. At once their weapons fell, — 
The Frenchman's battle-axe, and the good sword 
Of Talbot. He, stunned by the weighty blow, 
Sunk senseless, by his followers from the field 
Conveyed with timely speed : nor had his blade 
Fallen vainly on the Frenchman's crested helm, 
Though weak to wound ; for from his eyes the fire 
Sparkled, and, back recoiling with the blow. 
He in the Maiden's arms astounded felL 

But now, their troops all captainless, confused. 
Fear seized the English. Not with more dismay. 
When over wild CafFraria's wooded hills 
Echoes the lion's roar, the timid herd 
B'ly the death-boding sound. The forts they seek, 
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Now reckless which, so from that battle's rage 

A present refuge. On tlieir flying ranks 

The victors presSj and mark their course with blood. 



But loud the trumpet of retreat r 
For now the westering sun with many a hue 
Streaked the gay clouds, 

" Dunois ! " the Maiden cried, 
" Form now around yoa stronger pile the siege, 
There for the night encamping." So she said: 
The chiefs to Orleans for their needful food. 
And enginery to batter that huge pile, 
Dismissed a troop, and round the Touraelles led 
The host beleaguering. There they pitch their tents. 
And plant their engines for the morrow's war; 
Then to their meal, and o'er the cheerful bowl 
Recount the tale of danger, soon to rest 
Betaking them ; for now the night drew on. 



THE EIGHTH BOOK. 

Now waa the noon of night; and all was still, 
Save where the sentinel paced on his rounds. 
Humming a broken song. Along the camp, 
High flames the frequent fire. The Frenchmen 

On the bare earth extended, rest their limbs 
Fatigued ; their spears lay by them, and the shield 
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Pillowed the helmed head : '^ secure tliey slept, 
And busy in their dreams they fought again 
The fight of yesterday. 

But not to Joan, 
But not to her, most wretched, came thy aid, 
Soother of sorrows, Sleep ! No more her pulse, 
Amid the battle's tumult throbbing fast, 
Allowed no pause for thought. With clasped hands 

And with fixed eyes she sat, and in her mind 

The spectres of the days departed rose, 

A melancholy train ! Upon the gale 

The raven's croak was heai-d : she started then, 

And, passing through the camp with hasty step. 

She sought the field of blood. 

The night was calm ; 
Nor ever clearer welkin canopied 
Chaldea, while the watchful shepherd's eye 
Surveyed the hiMt of heaven, and marked them rise 
Successive, and successively decay. 
Lost in the stream of light, as lesser springs 
Amid Euphrates' current. The high wall 
Cast a deep shadow, and the Slaiden's feet 
Stumbled o'er carcasses and broken arms ; 
And sometimes did she hear the heavy groan 
Of one yet struggling in the pangs of death. 
She reached the spot where Theodore was slfun 
Before Fort London's gate ; but vainly there 
Sought she the youth, on every clay-coid face 
Grazing with such a look as though she feared 
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The thing she sought.^^ And much she lu.u-viillinl 

thon ; 
For there the victim of his vengeful arm, 
And close beside where he himself had fallen, 
Known by the buckler's blazoned heraldry, 
Salisbury lay dead. So, as the Virgin stood 
Looking around the plain, she marked a man 
Pass slowly on, as burdened. Him to aid 
She sped, and, soon with unencumbered sjieei! 
O'ertaking, thus bespake him; " Dost thou bear 
Some slaughtered friend ? or is it one whose wounds 
Leave yet a hope of life ? Oh ! if he lives, 
I will with earnest prayer petition Heaven 
To shed its heahng on him ! " 

So she said, 
And, aa she spake, stretched forth her careful 

bands 
To ease the burden. " Warrior ! " he replied, 
" Thanks for thy proffered aid ; but he hatb ceased 
To suffer, and my strength may well suffice 
To bear him hence for burial. Fai'o thee well ! 
The night is far advanced ; thou to the camp 
Return : it fits not darkhng thus to stray." 

" Conrade ! " the Maid exclaimed ; for well >li.' 

His voice. With that, she fell upon his neck, 
And cried, " My Theodore ! — But wherefore thii- 
Through the dead midnight dost thou bear hi= 
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" Peace, Maiden ! " Courage cried ; "colluctthy 

He is but gone before thee to that world 

Whither thou soon must follow. Test^rmom, 

Ere yet from Orleans to the war we went, 

He poured his tale of sorrow on mine ear: 

' Lo, Cotirade, where she moves . beloved Maid ! 

Di3voted for the rc(alm of France, she goes. 

Abandoning for this the joys of life, 

Yea, life itself. Tet on my heart her words 

Vibrate. If she must perish in the war, 

I will not live to bear the thought that I 

Perhaps might have preserved her. I will go. 

In secret to protect her. If I fall, 

— And trust me I have little love of life, — 

Do thou in secret bear me from the field. 

Lest haply I might meet her wandering eye 

A mangled corpse. She must not know my fate. 

Do this last act of friendship, and in the stream 

Cast me : she then may think of Theodore 

Without a pang.' Maiden, I vowed with liim 

To take our pla«e in battle by thy side, 

And make thy safety our peculiar care. 

And now I hoped thou hadst not seen him fall." 

Saying thus, he laid the body on the ground. 
With steady eye the wretched Maiden viewed 
That life-left tenement ; his battered arms 
Were with tlie night-dews damp; his brown hair 
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Gore-elotted in the wound, and one loose lock 
Played o'er his cheek's black i)aleness.-'"* " Gallant 

She cried, " I would to Gtod the hour were come 
Wlieii I might meet thee in the howers of hliss ! 
No, Tlieodore ! the sport of winds and waves, 
Thy body shall not float adown the stream. 
Bear him with rae to Orleans, there to rest 
In holy ground, where priests may say their 

prayers, 
And hymn the requiem to his parted soul. 
So will not Elinor in bittomess 
Lament that no dear friend to her dead child 
Paid the last office." 

From th e th t! y 1 ft 
Their mournful burden, and along h pla n 
Pass with slow footsteps to the y gat 
The obedient sentinel, knowing C ad 
Admits them at that hour; and n h y 
Till, in the neighboring abbey" p h d 

They rest the lifeless load. 

Lou 1 nngg tl e bell ; 
The awakened porter turns the h avy 1 
To him the Virgin: " Father, t n th In 
On yonder field, a dear-loved f nd w b n^ 
Hither for Christian sepulture han y 
The requiem to his soul : to-mo w e 
I will return, and in tbe narrow house 
Will see him laid to rest." The father knew 
The Prophetess, and humbly bowed assent. 
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Now from the city, o'er the shadowy plain, 
Backward ttiey bend their way. Farom silent thoughts 
The Maid, awakening, cried, " There was a time, 
"When, thinking on my closing hour of life. 
Though with a mind resolved, some natural fears 
Shook my weak frame ; hut now the happy hour, 
When this emancipated soul shall burst 
The cumbrous fetters of mortality, 
I look for wishfully. Conrade ! my friend. 
This wounded heart would feel another pang, 
Shouldst thou forsake me." 

"Joan!" the chief replied, 
" Along the weary pilgrimage of life 
Together will we journey, and beguile 
The pabful way with hope, — such hope as, fixed 
On heavenly things, brings with it no deceit, 
Lays up no food for sorrow, and endures 
From disappointment safe," 

Thus communing. 
They reached the camp, yet hushed : there separating, 
Eachj.in the post allotted, restless waits 
The daybreak. 

Morning came ; dim through the shade 
The twilight glimmers ; soon the brightening clouds 
Imbibe the rays, and o'er the landscape spread 
The dewy light. The soldiers from the earth 
Arise inrigorate, and each his food 
Eeceives, impatient to renew the war. 
Dunois his javelin to the Toumelles points: 
" Soldiers of Prance ! behold, your foes are there I " 
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As when a band of hunters, round the den 
Of some wood-monster, point their speara, elate 
In hope of conquest and the future feast, 
When on the hospitable board their spoil 
Shall smoke, and they, as foaming bowls go round, 
Tell to their guests their exploits in the cliase, 
They with their shouts of exultation make 
The forest ring ; ao elevate of heart, 
With such loud clamors for the fierce assault 
The French prepare, !Nor, keeping now the lists, 
Dare the disheartened English man to man 
Meet the close conflict. From the barbican,"^ 
Oi; from the embattled wall,"" at random they 
TUeir arrows and their death-fraught enginery 
Discharged : meantime the Frenchmen did not cease 
With well-directed shafts their loftier foes 
To assail : behind the guardian pavais fenced,^'' 
They at the battlements their arrows aimed, 
Showering an iron storm, whilst o'er the bayle. 
The bayle now levelled by victorious France, 
The assailants passed with all their mangonels;"* 
Or fortoisea,^"^ beneath whose roofing safe. 
They, filling the deep moat, might for the towers 
Make fit foundation ; or with petraries, 
War-wolvea, and beuglea, and that mui-deroiis sling 
The matafund, from whence the ponderous stone 
Made but one wound of him whom in its way 
It met ; no pious hand might then compose 
The crushed and mangled corpse to be conveyed 
To where his fathers slept ; a dreadful train "° 
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For hurling ruin ; but that dreadful train 
Must hurl its ruin OH the invader's head. 
Such retribution righteous Heaven decreed. 

Nor lie the English trembling ; for the fort 
W&i ably garrisoned. Glacidas, the chief, 
A giJlaat man, sped on from place to place, 
Cheering the brave ; or if an archer's hand, 
Psilsied with fear, shot wide his ill-aimed shaft, 
Driving him from the rtwiparts with reproach 
And shame. He bore an arbalist himaelfi — 
A weapon for its sure destruetiveness 
Abominated once ; '" wherelbre of yore 
The aasembled fathers of the Christian ehurch 
Pronounced the man accursed whose impious hand 
Should use the murderous engiae. Such decrees 
Befitted them, as ministers of peace, 
To promulgate, and with a warning voice 
To cry aloud and spare not, " Woe to them 
"Whose hands ai-e full of blood ! " 

An English king. 
The lion-hearted Richard, their decree 
First broke, and rightly was he doomed to fall 
By that forbidden weapon ; since that day. 
Frequent in fields of battle, and from far 
To many a good knight bearing his death-wound 
Prom hiinds unknown. With such a 
Armed on the ra:nparts, Glacidas his eye 
Out on the assailing host. A keener glani 
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Darts not t!ie hawk when from the feathered tribe 
He marks his prey. 

A Frenchman for his aim 
He chose, who, kneeling bj the trebuchet, 
Charged its long sling with death.'*' Him Glaeidas, 
Seoure behind the battlements, beheld, 
And strung his bow; then, beading on one knee, 
He in the groove the feathered quarrel placed,** 
And, levelling with sure eye, his victim marked. 
The bowstring twanged, swift on its way the dart 
Whizzed, and it struck, there where the helmel^s 

Defend the neck, — a weak protection now : 

For through the tube which draws the breath of life 

Pierced the keen shaft ; Ijlood down the unwonted 

Gushed to the lungs. Prone fell the dying man, 
Grasping, convulsed, the eswth : a hollow groan 
In his threat struggled, and the dews of death 
Stood on his livid cheek. The days of youth 
He had passed peaceful, and had known what joys 
Domestic love bestows, — tlie father once 
Of two fair children. In the city hemmed 
During the siege, he had beheld their cheeks 
Grow pale witii famine, and had heard their cries 
For bread. His wife, a breken-hearted one, 
Sunk to the cold grave's quiet, and her babes 
With hunger pined, and followed. He survived, 
A miserable man, and heard the shouts 
Of joy in Orleans, when the Maid approached, 
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As o'er the corpse of his last little one 
He heaped the unhallowed earth. To him the foe 
Performed a friendly part, hastening the hour 
Grief else had soon brought on. 

The English ciiief. 
Pointing f^n his arbalist, let loose 
The string: tte quarrel, by that impact driven, 
True to its aim, fled fatal. One it struck 
Drawing a tortoise to the moat, and fixed 
Deep in his liver : blood and mingled gall 
Flowed from the wound ; and, writliing with keen 

pangs. 
Headlong he fell. He for the wintry hour 
Knew many a merry ballad and quaint tale ; 
A man in his small circle well beloved. 
None better knew with prudent hand to guide 
The vine's young tendrils, or at viatage-time 
To press the fuU-swoln clusters ; he, heart-glad, 
Taught his young boys the little all he knew, 
Enough for happiness. The English host 
Laid waste his fertile fields : he, to the war. 
By want compelled, adventured, in his gore 
Now weltering. 

Nor the Gallic host remit 
Their eager efforts : some, the watery feace, 
Beneath the tortoise roofed, with engines apt 
Drain painful;^** part,ladenwithwood, throw there 
Their buoyant burdens, laboring so to gain 
Firm footing; some the mangoiiels supply, 
Or chaining with huge stones tlie murderous sling,'** 
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Or petrary, or in the espcingal 
Fix the brasa-winged. arrows : ^** hoarse around, 
The uproar and the din of multitudes 
Arose. Along the ramparts Gargrave went. 
Cheering ihe English troops ; a bow he bore ; 
The qui¥er rattled, as he moved along. 
He knew aright to aim his feathered shafts. 
Well skilled to pierce the mottled roebuck's side, 
O'ertalien in his speed. Him, passing on, 
A ponderous stone from some huge martinet"' 
Struck; on his breastplate falling, the huge weight 
Shattered the bone, and to his mangled lungs 
Drove in the fragm.ents. On the gentle brow 
Of a fair hill, wood-circled, stood his home, 
A stately mansion, far and wide from whence 
The sight ranged unimpeded, and surveyed 
Streams, hiUs, and forests, fair variety ! 
The traveller knew its hospitable towers ; 
For open were the gates, and blazed for all 
The friendly fire. By glory lured, the youth 
Went forth ; and he had bathed his falchion's edge 
In many a Frenclnnan's blood ; now crushed beneatji 
The ponderous fragments' force, his lifeless limbs 
Lie quivering. 

Lo! towards the levelled moat, 
A moving tower the men of Orleans wheel ^*^ 
Four stages elevate. Above was hung, 
EquaUing the walls, a bridge; in the lower stage, 
A battering-ram : within, a chosen troop 
Of archers, through the oi)enJng, shot their shatb.'''* 
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In the loftiest part was Conrade, so prepared 

To mount the rampart ; for, no hunter he, 

He lov^ed to see the dappled foresters 

Ero^ae fearleas on their lair, with friendly eye, 

And happy in heholding happiness, 

Not meditating death r the bowman's art, 

Tberefore, he little knew ; nor was he wont 

To aim the arrow at the distant foe, 

But uprear in eloae conflict, front to front, 

His battle-axe, and break the shield and helm, 

First in the war of men. There, too, the Maid 

Awaits, impatient on the wall to wield 

Her liiie!iion. Onward moves the heavy tower. 

Slow o'er the moat and steady, though the foe 

Showered there their javelins, aimed their engines 

And from, the arbalist the flre-tipt dart 

Shot burning through the sky,'*' In vain it flamed ; 

For well, with many a reeking hide secured. 

Passed on the dreadful pile, and now it reached 

Tlie wall. Below, with forceful impulse driven, 

The iron-headed engine swings its stroke. 

Then back recoils; while they within who guide. 

In backward step collecting all their strengtli, 

Anon the massy beam with stronger arm 

Drive full and fierce. So roils the swelling sea 

Its curiy billows to the unmoved foot 

Of some huge promontory, whofie broad base 

Breaks the rough wave ; the shivered Kurge rolis 
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Till, by the coming billovy boi-ne, it bursts 
Again, and foams with ceaseless tfiolence ; 
The wanderer, on the sunny cHft outstretched, 
Harks to the roaring suites, as they rock 
His weary senses tfl forgetihlness. 

But nearer danger threats the invadera now j 
For on the ramparts, lowered from above 
The bridge reclines."* A universal shout 
Rose from the hostile hosts. The exultant French 
Break out in loud rejoicing ; whilst the foe 
Eaise a responsive cry, and call aloud 
For speedy succor there, with deafening shout 
Cheering tlieir comrades. Not with louder din 
The mountain torrent ftings precipitate 
Its bulk of waters, thougli amid the fall 
Shattered, and dashing silvery from the rock. 

Lo 1 on the bridge forth comes the undaunted man, 
Coni-ade : the gathered foes along the wall 
Throng opposite, and on him point their pikes. 
Cresting Aith armed men the battlements. 
He undismayed, though on that perilous height, 
Stood firm, and hurled his javelin ; the keen point 
Pierced through the destined victim, where his ai-m 
Joined the broad breast : a wound which skilful care 
Haply had healed; but, him disabled now 
For further service, the unpitying throng 
Of his tumultuous comrades from the wall 
Thrust headlong. Nor did Conrade cease to throw 
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His deadly javelins fast; for well within 

The lower was stored with weapons, to his hand 

Quickly supplied. Nor did the missioned Maid 

Rest idle from the combat : she, secure, 

Aimed the keen quaire! ; taught the crosshow's use 

By the willing mind that what it well desires 

Glaina aptly ; nor amid the numerous throng, 

Though haply erring from their destined mai'li. 

Sped her sharp ari'ows frustrate. From the tower 

Ceaseless the bowstrings twang : tiie knights below, 

Each by his pavais bulwarked, thither aimed 

Their darts, and not a dart fell woundless there j 

So thickly thronged they stood, and fell as fast 

Aa, when the monarch of tlie East goes forth 

From Gerana's hanks and the proud palaces 

Of Delhi, the wild monaters of the wood 

Die in the blameless wariare : closed within 

The stjil-eontracting circle, their brute force 

"Wasting in mutual rage, they perish there, 

Or by each other's fury lacerate, 

The archer's barbed arrow, or the lance 

Of some hold youth of his first exploits vain, 

Eajah or Omrah, in the war of beasts 

Venturous, and learning thus the love of blood. 

Shouts of alarm ring now along the wall ; 
For now the French their scaling-ladders place, 
And, beariiig high their bucklers, to the assault 
Mount fearless. From above, the furious troops 
Fling down such weapons as inventive care 
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Or frantic rage supplies ; huge stones and beams 
Crusli tlie assailants ; some, thrust from tiie height. 
Fall living to tteir death ; tormented some, 
And writhing wildly as the liquid lead 
Consumes their flesh, leap desperately down, 
To end their pain by death. Still others mount, 
And, by their fellows' fate unterrifled. 
Still dare the perilous way. Nor dangerless 
To the English was the fight, though where they 

The vant^e-place was theirs : for them amidst 
Fast fled the arrows there; and brass-wiuged darts. 
There driven resistless from the espringal. 
Keeping their impulse even in the wound, 
Whirl as they pierce the victim,^^ Some fall crushed 
Eeneatli the ponderous fragment that descends, 
The heavier from its height ; some the long lance. 
Whizzing impetuous on its viewless way, 
Transfixed. The cannon ever and anon 
With thunder rent the air ; conflicting shoute 
And war-cries French and English rung around ; 
And saints and devils were invoked in prayers 
And execrations, Heaven and Hell abjured. 



Conrade, meantime, who stood upon the bridge. 
With many a well-aimed javelin dealing death. 
Made way upon tlie rampart, and advanced 
With wary valor o'er his slaughtered foes. 
Two youths, the boldest of the English host, 

d to thrust him from that perilous height. 
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At once they pressed upon him : he, hia axe 
Dropping, the dagger drew : one through the throat 
He pierced, and, swinging his hroad buckler round, 
Struck down his comrade. Even thua unmoved 
Stood Corineus,''^ the sire of Guendolen, 
When, grappling with his monstrous enemy, 
He the brute vastness held aloft, and bore, 
And headlong hurled, all shattered to the sea, 
Dowa from the rock's high summit, since that day. 
Him, hugeat of the giants, chronicling, 
Called Langoem^og. 

Behold! the Maid 
Bounds o'er the bridge, and to the wind displays 
Her hallowed banner. At that welcome sight 
A general shout of acclamation rose, 
And loud, as when the tempest-tossing forest 
Roars to the roaring wind. Then terror seized 
The garrison ; and, fired anew with hope. 
The fierce sesailants to their prize rush on 
Resistless. Vainly do their English foes 
Hurl there their beams and stones and javelins 
And firebrands : fearless in the escalade. 
The assailants mount, and now upon the wall 
Wage equal battle. 

Burning at the sight 
With indignation, Glaeidaa beheld 
His troops fly scattered, fast on every aide 
The foe up-rushing eager to their spoil. 
The holy standard waving, and the Maid 
Fierce in pursuit. " Speed but this arrow. Heaven ! " 
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The chief exdaimed, " and I shall fall content." 
So saying, he his sharpest quarrel chose, 
And iised the bowstring, and, against the Maid 
Levelling, let loose : her arm was raised on high 
To smite a fugitive ; he glanced aside, 
Shunning her deadly stroke, aad thus received 
The chieftain's arrow : through his ribs it passed. 
And cleft that vessel whence the purer blood 
Through many a branching channel o'er the frame 
Meanders. 

" Fool! " the exasperate knight exclaimed, 
" Would she had slain thee ! thou haat lived too long." 
Agiun he aimed his arbalist : the string 
Struck forceful : swift the erring arrow sped 
Guiltless of blood, for lightly o'er the court 
Bounded the warrior- Virgin, Glacidas 
Levelled his bow again : tJie fated shaft 
Fled true, and difficultly through the mail 
Pierced to her neck, and tinged its point with blood. 
" She bleeds ! she bleeds ! " exulting cried the chief; 
" The sorceress bleeds ! nor all her hellish ai'ts 
Can charm my arrows from their destined course." 
Ill-fated man ! in vain, with eager hand 
Placing thy feathered quarrel in its groove, 
Dream'at thou of Joan subdued I She, from her neck 
Plucking the shaft unt«rrifled, exclaimed, 
" This is a favor ! '^ Frenchmen, let us on ! 
Escape they cannot from the hand of God." 

But Conrade, rolling round his angry eyes, 
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B'dieid the English chieftain aa he armed 

Again the bow : with rapid st«p he strode ; 

And Glacidas, perceiving his approach, 

At him the quarrel turned, which, VMnly sent, 

Fell blunted from his buckler. Conrade came, 

And, lifting high the deadly hattle-ase, 

Through pouldron and tlirough shoulder deeply 

driven, 
Buried it in his bosom : prone he fell ; 
The cold wr rushed upon his heaving heart. 
One whose low lineage gave no second name 
Was Glacidas,-"'* a gallant man ; and still 
His memory in the records of the foe 
Survives. 

And now, disheartened at his fell, 
The vanquished English fly towards the gate. 
Seeking tlie inner court,"" as yet in hope 
To ahide a second siege, and with their friends 
Find present refuge there. Mistaken men ! 
The vanquished have no friends ! Defeated thus, 
Pressed by pursuit, in vain with eager voice 
They caO their comrades in the suppliant tones 
Of pity now, now with the bitter curse 
Of fraitless anger. They, indeed, within. 
Fast from the ramparts cast upon the French 
Beams, stones, and javelins ; but the gate is barred. 
The huge portcullis down. 

Then terror seized 
Their hopeless hearts : some, furious in despair, 
Turn on their foes; fear-palsied, some await 
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The coming death ; some drop the usele&a i.M'ord, 
And cry for mercy. 

Then the Maid of Ai'c 
Took pity on the vanquished ; and she called 
Aloud, and cried unto the host of France, 
And bade them cease from slaughter. They obeyed 
The delegated Damsel. Some there were 
Apart who communed murmuring, and of those 
Graville addressed her : "Prophetess! our troops 
Are few in number ; and to well secure 
These many prisoners such a force demands. 
As, should we spare, might shortly make us need 
The mercy we bestow : not mercy then ; 
Bather, to these our soldiers, cruelty. 
Justice to them, to France, and to our king, 
And tht^ regard wise nature hath in each 
Implanted of self-safety, ail demand 
Their deaths." 

" Foul fall such evil policy ! " 
The indignant Maid exclaimed. " I tell thee, chief, 
God is with us ! But God shall hide his face 
Prom them, short-sighted they, as hard of Jieart, 
Wlio, disregai'diiig all that mitigates, 
All that ennobles dreadful war, shed blood 
Like water ; who, in the deceitful scales 
Of worldly wisdom, dare to counterpoise 
The right with the expedient, and resolve 
"Without compunction, as the beam inclines 
Held in a faltering or a fiiithless hand. 
These men shall live to see their homes again, 
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Some to be welcomed there with tears of joy 
By those who to the latest hour of life 
Will in their grateful prayers remember ua. 
And when that hour siial! come to ns that comes 
To all, how gladly should we then exchange 
Renown, however splendid, for the thought 
That we have saved one victim from the sword, — 
If only one, — who begs for us from Heaven 
That mercy which to others we have shown ! " 

Turning to Conrade, then she said, " Do thou 
Appoint an escort for the prisoners. 
Thou need'st not be reminded they are men, 
Kather by fortune or by fate than choice, 
Brought hither from their homes to work our bale,. 
And for their own not less ; but, yielded thus, 
Whom we must neither treat as enemies 
Nor trust as friends, but in safe keeping hold, 
Both for their own security and ours." 

She said ; when Conrade cast his eyes around. 
And saw from man to man where Francis ran, 
Bidding them spare the vanquished ; him he hfuled : 
" The Maid bath bade me choose a leader forth 
To guard the prisoners : thou shall he the man ; 
For thou wilt guard them with due diligence, 
f humanity," 



Meantime the garrison of that stronghold, 
Who, lest the French should enter, hfld exposed 
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Their comrades to the sword, sustdned the siege 
In desperate valor. Fust agiiinst tlie walls 
The bitttering-ram was driven ; tlie mangonels 
Plied at the ramparts fa.st; tlie catapults 
Di'ove there tiieir dreadful darts; die war- wolves 

Hurled tlielr huge stones, and through the kindled sky 
Tlie engines showered their sheets of liquid fire.'^' 

" Feel ye not, comrniloa, how the rampdrta shake ? " 
Exol^med a daring Englishman. " Our foes, 
In woman-like compassion, have dismissed 
A powerful escort; weakening thus themselves, 
And giving us fair hope, in equal Held, 
Of better fortune. Sorely here annoyed, 
And slaughtered by their engines fi-om afar, 
We perish. Vainly may the soldier boast 
Undaunted courage and the arm of strength. 
If, thus pent up, hke some wild beast he falls, 
Marked for the hunter's iin'ows. Let us out 
And meet them in the battle, man to man, 
Either to conquer, or at least to die 
A soldier's death ! " 

"Nay, nay, not so," replied 
One of less hopeful courage. " 'I'liougli they point 
Their engines here, our arehers not in vsun 
Discharge their quarrels. Let the walls and works 
Still be defended ; it will then be time 
To meet them in the baitle, man to man, 
When these shall fail us." 
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Scarcely had he said, 
When a huge stone, thrown from some petrary, 
Smote him upon the breast, and with dismay 
Filled all around ; for, as it shattered him. 
His blood besprinkled them, and they beheld 
His mangled lungs lie quivering. 

" Such the fete 
Of those who trust them to their walls' defence ! " 
Again exclaimed the soldier: "thus they fall, 
BeB-ayed by their own fears. Courage alone 
Can save us." 

Nor to draw them from the fort 
Now needed eloquence : with one aecord 
They bade him lead the onset. Forth they rushed 
Impetuous. With such fury o'er the plain, 
Swoln by the autumnal tempest, Vega rolls 
His rapid waters, when the gathered storm, 
On the black heights of Hatteril bursting, swells 
The tide of desolation. 

Then the Maid 
Spake to the Son of Orleans : " Let our troops 
Fall back ; so shall the English in pursuit 
Leave this strong fortress, thus an easy prey." 
Time was not for long counsel. From the court, 
Obedient to Dunois, the French retire 
As if at the irrnptibn of their foes 
Disheartened : they, with shouts and loud up- 

Hasle to their fancied conquest. Joan, the while 
Placing a small but gallant garrison, 



iiM=.i>, Google 



180 aouTHi.LV'3 i-oi.;ns. 

Bacle them secure the gates ; then, sallying forlh, 
With such fierce onset chained them, in the rear. 
That terror smote the English, and they wished 
Again that they might hide them in their walj- 
Raaiily abandoned ; for now, wheeling round, 
Dunois attacked their flank. All captainless, 
lU-marihalled, ill-direeted, in vain rage 
They waste their furious efforts, falling fast 
Before the Maid's good folchion and the arm 
Of Conrode. Loud was heard the mingled sound 
Of arms and men : the soil, that, trampled late 
By mjltitndes, sent up its stifling clouds 
Of dudt, was miry now with human blood. 

On the fort's summit, Talbot marked the fight, 
And calling for his arms impatiently. 
Eager to issue forth, was scarce withheld ; 
For now, disheartened and discomfited, 
The troops teok flight. 

Upon the bridge there stood 
A strong-built tower, commanding o'er the Loire. 
The traveller sometimes lingered on hia way. 
Marking the playfol tenants of the stream. 
Seen in its shadow, stem the seaward tide. 
This had the invaders won in hard assault, 
Before the Delegate of Heaven came forth. 
And made them fear who never feared till then. 
Thither the English troops with hasty steps 
Retired, not utterly defeated yet, 
But mindful of defence : the garrison 
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Them, thus retreating, saw, and open threw 
Their guarded gates, and on the Gallic host, 
Covering their vanquished fellows, poured their 

shafts. 
Checlted in pursuit, they stop. Then Gi-aville 

" 111, Maiden, hast thou done: those valiant troops 
Thy womanish pity has dismuased, with us 
Conjoined, might press upon the vanquished foe, 
Thougii tuded thus, and plant the lilied flag 
Vielwrious on yon tower." 

" Dark-minded man ! " 
The Maid of Orleans answered " to act well 
Brings with itself an jmple reiompense. 
I have not reared the oiiflamme of death '*' — 
Now God forbid ! The b inner of the Lord 
la this ; and, come what «ill me it behooves, 
Mindful of Him who^e mmister I am, 
To spare the fallen foe : that gracious God 
Sendi me a messenger of mercy forth, 
Sends me to save this ravaged realm of France, 
To Eagland friendly as to all the world; 
Only to those an enemy, whose lust 
Of sway makes them the enemies of man." 

She sfud, and suddenly threw off her helm ; 
Her bosom heaved, her cheek grew red, her eyes 
Beamed with a wilder lustre. « Thou dost deem 
That I have illy spared so large a band. 
Disabling from pursuit our weakened troops : 
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God b with 113 ! " she cried ; " God is ivitli us I 
Our Champion, manifest ! " 

Even as she spake, 
The tower, the bridge, atid all its multitudes, 
Sunk with a migliiy crjoli '^^ 

Astonishment 
Seized on the French, an univewal ciy 
Of terror bur t from them Crushed m the fall, 
Or by their armor liopeleisly weighed down, 
Or while they phed then" uneiicumbeied aims, 
Caught by some amkiag wretch, who grasped them 

fast, 
Shrieking they sunk, while frequent fragments huge 
Fell in the foaming current. From the fort, 
Talbot beheld, and gnashed his teeth, and cursed 
The more than mortal Virgin ;' whilst the towers 
Of Orleans echoed to the loud uproar, 
And all who heard trembled, and crossed fheir 

breasts. 
And, as they hastened to the city walla, 
Told fearfully their beads. 

'Twas now the hour 
When o'er the plain the fading rays of eve 
Their sober light effuse ; when the lowing herd. 
Slow a! they move to shelter, draw behind 
Their lengthening shadows ; and toward his nest. 
As heavily he flaps the dewy air, 
The Hoarse rook breathes his melancholy note. 
" Now, then, Dunois, for Orleans ! " cried the Maid, 
" And give we to the flames these n 
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Of sorrow and disgrace. The ascending flames 
Will to the dwellew of yon rescued town 
Rise wiUi a joyiiil splendor, wkile tile foe 
Behold and tremble." 

As she spake, they ran 
To burn the forts : they shower their wildfire there, 
And high amid the gloom the ascending flames 
Blaze up ; ^" then, joyful of tJielr finished toil, 
The host retire. Hushed is the field of figlit 
As the calmed ocean, when its gentle waves 
Heave slow and silent, wafting tranquilly 
The shattered fragnienis of some midnight wreck. 



THE NINTH BOOK. 

Fak through the shadowy sky the ascending flames 
Streamed tlieir fien* torrents, by the gaJes of night 
Now curled, now flashing their long lightoings up 
That made the stars seem pale : less frequent now 
Through the red volumes briefer splendors shot, 
And blacker waves I'oUed o'er the darkened heaven. 
Dismayed amid the forte which yet remained, 
The invaders saw, and ulamoi-cd for retreat, 
Deeming that, aided by invisible powers, 
The Maid went forth to conquer. Not a sound 
Moved OQ the air but filled them with vague dread 
Of unseen dangers : if a sudden blast 
Arose, tlirough every fibre a deep fear 
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Crept shivering, and to their espectiag minda 
Silence itself was dreadful,'" One there was, 
Who, learning wisdom in the hour of ill, 
Exclaimed, " I marvel not that the Most High 
Hath hid his fiice from England. Wherefore thus, 

■ Quitting the comforta of domestic life, 
Came we to desolate this goodly land. 

Making the drenched earth rank with human blood, 
Scatter pollution on the winds of heaven ? 
Oh that the sepulchre had closed its jaws 
On the proud prelate, that hlood-guilty man. 
Who, trembling for the church's ill-got wealth, 
Bade our Fifth Henry claim the crown of France 1 '^ 
Oh that tlie grave had swallowed liim, ere he 
Stirred up the sleepjag claim, and sent him forth 
To slaughter I Sure that holy hermit spake 
The Almighty's bidding,'™ who in his career 
Of conquest met the king, and hade htm cease 
The work of death, before the wrath divine 
Fell heavy on his head. Full soon it fell, 

■ And sunk him to the grave : and soon that wrath 
On us, alike in guilt, alike shall fall ; 

For thousands and ten thousands, by the sword 
Cut off, and sent before the eternal Judge, 
With all their unrepented crimes upon them. 
Cry out for vengeance ; for the widow's groan. 
Though here she groan unpitied or unheard. 
Is heard in heaven gainst ua ; o'er tliis land. 
For hills of human slain, unaepulchred. 
Steam pestilence, and cloud the blessed sun ! 
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The wrath of God is on m, — God hath raised 
This Prophetess, and goes before her path ; 
Our brethren, vainly valiant, fall beneath them, 
Clogging with gore their weapons, or in the ilood 
Whelmed like the Egyptian tyrant's impious host. 
Mangled and swoln, their blackened carwisses 
Float on the tainted current. We remain, — 
For yet our rulers will pursue the war, — 
We still remain to perish by the sword, 
Soon to appear before the throne of God, 
Conscloin, too late, of folly and of guilt. 
Uninjured, unprovoked, who dared to risk 
The life his goodness gave us, on the cliance 
Of war, and in obedience to our chiefs 
Durst disobey our God." 

Then terror seized 
The troops, and late repentance ; and they thought 
The spirits of the mothers and their babes 
Famished at Roan sat on the clouds of ni^ht,'^ 
Circling the forts, to hail with gloomy joy 
The hour of vengeance; 

Nor the English chiefi. 
Heard these loud murmurs heedless, couniclhng, 
They met despondent. Suffolk, now thfir thief 
Since Salisbury fell, began ; 

Lightly of this our more than mortal fue 
To apeak contemptuous. She Jiath vanqm-.hcd ut. 
Aided by hell's leagued powers ; nor aught ■ivtU-i 
Man um^sisted 'gain^tt infernal poweis 
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To dare the conflict."' Were it best remain 
Waiting the doubtful aid of Burgundy, 
Doubtful and still delayed? or from this place, 
Scene of our shame, retreating a) we may, 
Yet struggle to preserve the guarded towns 
Of the Ot'leannois ? " 

He ceased ; and with a sigh. 
Struggling with pride that heaved his gloomy breast, 
Talbot replied, " Our council little boots ; 
For, by their numbers now made bold in fear,"' 
The soldiers will not fight ; they will not heed 
Our vaia resolves, heart-withered by the spells 
Of this accursed sorceress. Soon will come 
The expected host from England; even now 
Perchance the tall bark scuds across the deep 
That bears my son : young Talbot comes, — he comes 
To And his sire disgraced! But soon mine arm. 
By vengeance nerved and shame of such defeat. 
Shall fro:n the crest-fallen courage of yon witch 
Regain its ancient glory. Near the coast 
Best te it to retreat, and there expect 
The coming succor." 

Thus the warrior spake. 
Joy i-an through all the troops,'*' as though retreat 
Were safety. Silently in ordered ranks 
They issue forth, favored by the thick clouds 
Whicli mantled o'er the moon. With throbbing 

hearts 
Fearful they speeded on : some in sad thoughts 
Of distant England, and now wise too late. 
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Cui'siiig ill bitterness the evil hour 

That led them from her ahores ; some in faint hope, 

Thinking to see their native land again. 

Talbot went musing on hU former fame, 

SuHeu aid stera, a^id feeding on dark thoughts, 

And meditating vengeance. 

In the walls 
Of Orleans, though her habitants with joy 
Humbly acl;nowtedgBd the high aid of Ileaven, 
Of m^kny a heavy ill and bitter loss 
Mindful, sush mingled sentiments they felt 
As one from shipwreck saved, the first warm glow 
Of transport pajt, who contemplates himself 
Preserved alone, a solitary wretch, 
Possessed of life indeed, but reft of all 
That makes man love to live. The chieftains sliared 
The so^iiai bowl,'"" glad of the town relieved. 
And oommaning of that miraculous Maid 
Who cams the saviour of the realm ofFrance, 
"When, vanquished in the ft'equent field of shame, 
Her braveat warriors trembled. 

Joan the wliile 
Fasting and silent to the convent passed, 
Conrade with her, and Isabel ; both mut«. 
Yet gnzing on her oft with anxious eyes, 
Looking the consolation that they feared 
To give a voice to. Now they reached the dome : 
The glaring torches o'er the house of death 
Streamed a sad splendor. Flowers and funeral herbs 
Bedecked the bier of Theodore, — the rue, 
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The dark-green rosemary, and the violet, 
Tht^, plaeked like him, withered in its first bloom. 
Dissolved in sorrow, Isabel her grief 
Poured copiomly ; aad Conrade also wept. 
Joaa only shed no tears : from her fixed eye 
Intelligence wa? absent; and she seemed, 
Thouglt listening to the dirge of death, to hear 
And oovnprehead it not^ till in the grave — 
la hi3 lad home — now Tiieodore was laid, 
And earth to earth upon the coffin thrown : 
Then the Maid started at tliat mortal sound, 
And her lip quivered ; and on Isabel, 
Trembling and faint, she leant, and pale as death. 

Then in the priest arose an earnest hope. 
That, weary of the world and sick with woe, 
The Maid might dwell with them a vii^Jn vowed. 
"Ah, damsel 1" slow he spake, and crossed his bi-east, 
"Ah, damsel! favored a? thou art of Heaven, 
Let not thy soul beneath its sorrow sink 
Despondent: Heaven by sorrow disciplines 
The froward heart, and chastens whom it loves. 
Therefore, companion of thy way of life, 
Shall sorrow wean thee from this faithless world, 
Where happiness provokes the traveller's chaie, 
And, like the midnight meteor of the marsli, 
Allures his long and perilous pursuit, 
Then leaves him dark and comfortless. O Maid! 
Fix thou thine eyes upon that heavenly dawn 
Beyond the night of life ! Thy race is run, — 
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Thou hast delivered. Orleans : now perfect 

Thys^elf, accomplish all, and be the child 

Of God. Amid these aacreJ haunts, the groan 

Of woe is neyer heard ; these hallowed roofs 

Re-echo only to the pealing choir, 

The chanted mass, and virgin's holy hymn, — 

Celestial sounds! Secluded here, the soul 

Receives a foretaste of her joys to come : 

This is the ahode of piety and peace ; 

Oh, be their inmate, Maiden I Come to rest, 

Die to the world, and live espoused to Heaven ! " 

Then Conrade answered, " Father ! Heaven has 
called 
This Maid lo active duties." 

" Active ! " cried 
The astonished monk : "thou dost notknow the toils 
This holy warfare asks ; thou dost not know 
How powerful the attacks tliat Satan makes. 
By sinful Nature aided ! Dost thou think 
It is an easy task from the fond breast 
To root affection out? to burst the cords 
Which grapple to society the heart 
■ Of social pian ? to rouse the unwilling spirit, 
That, rebel to devotion, faintly pours 
The cold lip-worehip of the wearying prayer? 
To fear and tremble at Him, yet to love 
A God of terrors ? Maid beloved of Heaven ! 
Come to this sacred trial ; sliare with us 
The day of penance and the night of prayer ! 
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Humble thysielf ; feel thine o 
A reptils worm, before thy birth condemned 
To itU the hon-ors oF thy Maker's wi'ath, — 
The lot of fallen m:inkind ! Oh, hither come ! 
Humble thyself in. a^hes. So thy name 
Shall live amid the blessed ho^t of saints, 
And unborn pilgrims at thy hallowed shrine 
Pour forth their pious offerings." 

" Hear me, father I" 
Exclaimed the awakened Maid. "Amid these tomlis, 
Cold as their clayey tenants, know, my heart 
Must never grow to stone ! Chill thoa thyself, 
And break thy midnight rest, and tell thy beads, 
And labor through thy still-repeated prayer; 
Fear thou thy God of terrors ; spurn the gifts 
He gave, and sepulchre thyself alive ! 
But far more valued is the vine that bends 
Beneath its swelling clusters, than the dark 
And joyless ivy, round tjie cloister's wall 
Wreathing its barren arms. For me, I know 
That I have faithfully obeyed my call, 
Confiding not in mine owa strength, but His 
Who sent me forth to suffer and lo do 
His will ! and in that faith I shall appear 
Before the just tribunal of that (rod 
Whom grateful love has taught me to adore." 

Severe she spake ; for sorrow in her heart 
Had wrought unwonted sternness. From the dome 
They passed in silence, when with hasty steps, 
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Sent by the chiefs, a messenger they met, 
Who, ia alarm, the miasioned Vkgia sought, 
A beiirer of ill tidings. 

"Holy Maid!" 
He said, " they ask thy counsel. Burgundy 
Comes in the cause of England ; and his troops, 
Scarce three leagues from the walls, a fearful power, 
Rest tented for the night." 

" Say to the chiefe, 
At mora I will be with them," she replied; 
"And to this urgency will give meantime 
My nightly thoughts." 

So saying, on she went 
In thoughtful silence. A brief while she mused ; 
Brief, but sufficmg to excite her soul. 
As with a power and impulse not its own, 
To some great purpose. " Conrade ! " then she said, 
" I pray thee meet me at tlie eastern gate 
With a swift steed prepared ; for I must hence." 

Her voice was calm, and Conrade through the 
gloom 
Saw not the flush that witnessed on her cheek 
Inward emotion at some thought conceived. 
She io her quarters hastily repaired : 
There with a light and unpluraed casqueteP^ 
She helmed her head, hung from her neck the 

shield,'™ 
And forth she went. Her Conrade by tlie gate 
Awaited. " May I, Maiden, ask unblamed 
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Wliithsr this midnight journey? May I share 
The peril?" crleil the warrior. She rejoined, 
" This, Conrade, must not be. Alone I go. 
That impulio of the soul which comes from Qod 
Seod; me. But thou of this remain assured : 
If aught that I must enterprise required 
Associate firmness, thou shouldst be the man, — 
Best, Iftit, and only friend I " 

So up she sprung. 
And left him. . He beheld the warden clo.se 
The g:ite, and listened to her couraer's tramp. 
Till soon upon his ear the far-off sound 
Fell faintly, and was lost. 

Swift o'er the vale 
Sped the good courser ; eagerly the Maid 
Gave the loose rein ; and now her speed attained 
The dark encampment Through the sleeping ranks 
On^irai'd she passed. Ttie trampUog of her steed 
Or mingled with the soldier's busy dreams, 
Or with vague terrors filled his startled sense, 
Pi-ompting a secret prayer. 

So on she passed 
To where in loftier shade arose the tent 
Of Bui^utidy; light leaping from her seat, 
She entered. 

On the earth the chieftain slept. 
His mantle scarft around him : near him hung 
His helmet and his shield ; and at his side, 
Within hand-reach, his sword. Profound he slept, 
Nor heard the coming courser's sounding hoof, 
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Nor entering footstep. " Burgundy ! " she cried, 
" What, Burgundy ! awake ! " He started up. 
And saw the gleam of arms, and to his sword 
Reached a quick hand. But what he now behekl 
Thrilled him ; for full upon her face the lamp 
Cast its deep glare, and in her solemn look 
"Was an unearthly meaning. Pale she vim ; 
And in her eye a saintly lustre heamed, 
And that most calm and holiest confidence 
That guilt knows never. " Burgundy, thou seest 
The Maid of Orleans ! " 

As she spake, a voicii 
Exclmmed, " Die, sorceress ! " andaknight rushedin, 
Whose name, by her illustrated, yet lives, — 
Franquet of Arras. "With uplifted arm. 
Furious he came : her buckler broke the blow, 
And forth she flashed her sword, and with a stroke 
Sivift that no eye could ward it, and of strength 
No mail might blunt, smotfi oa his neck, — his neek 
Unfenced; for he in haste aroused had cast 
An armet^" on ; resistless there she smote. 
And to the earth prone fell the headless trunk 
Of Franquet, 

Then on Burgundy she fixed 
Her eye severe. " Go, chief 1 and thank tliy GikI 
Tliat he with lighter judgments visits thee 
Than fell on Slsera, or by Judith's hand 
He wrought upon the Assyrian. Thank thj God, 
That when his vengeance smote the invadinix sons 
Of England, equal though thou wert in guilt, 
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Thee he has spared to work, hy penitence 
And better deeds, atonement." 

Thus she spake, 
Then issued forth, and, bounding on her steed, 
Sped o'er the plain. Dark on the upland bank 
The hedge-i-ow trees distinct and colorless 
Rose on tie gray horizon, and the Loire 
Formed in its winding way islands of light 
Amid the shadowy vale, when now she reached 
The walls of Orleans, 

From the eastern clouds 
The sun came forth, as to tlie assembled chiefs 
The Maiden passed. Her, bending thiilierwai'ds, 
The Bastard met " New perils threaten us," 
He said, " new toils await tis : Burgundy " — 

" Fear not for Burgundy," tie Maid replied : 
" Him will the Lord direct. Our earliest scouts 
Shall tell his homeward mareh, "What of the troops 
Of England?" 

"They," the Son of Orleans eried, 
" By darkness favored, fled; yet not by flight 
Shall these invaders now ccipe the arm 
Of retribution Even now our troops, 
By battle unf^tlgued, unsatisfied 
With conquest, clamor to pursue the foe." 

The delegated Dunsel thus replied: 
" So let them fly Dunn-. I But other work 
Than that of battle now must be perfonncd. 
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We move not in pursuit till we have paid 
Tile rites of burial to our countrymen, 
And hymned our gratitude to that All-just 
Who gave the victory. Thou, meantime, despatch 
Tidings to Chinoa; let the king set forth, 
Tliat crowning liim before assembled France, 
In Kheiraa delivered from the enemy, 
I may accomplish all." 

So said the Maid, 
Then to the gate moved on. The assembled troops 
Beheld her coming ; and they smote their shields, 
And with one voice of greeting blessed her name, 
Aad prayed her to parsue the flying foe. 
She waved her hand, and silently they stood, 
Attentive while she spake : " Fellows in arms ! 
We must not speed to joyful victory, 
And leave our gallant comrades where they lie, 
For dogs and wolves and carrion-birds a prey: 
Ere we advance, let us discharge to them 
The duty that is due." 

So said the Mmd ; 
And, as she spake, the thirst of battle dies 
In every breast, such awe and love pervade 
, The listening troops. They o'er the corse-strewn 

Speed to their sad employment: some dig deep 

The house of death ; some bear the lifeless load ; 

Others the while search carefully around. 

If haply they may And surviving yet 

Some wounded wretches. As they labor thus, 
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They mark far off the iron-hlaze of anna, 
See distant standards waving on the air, 
And hear the clarion's clang. Then spake the Maid 
To Conrade, and she hade him haste to espy 
The coming army ; or to meet their march 
With friendly greeting, or, if foes they came, 
With such array of battle as short space 
Allowed. The warrior sped across the plain. 
And soon beheld the bannered lilies wave. 

Then chief was Rirhemont: he, when as he heard 
What ntpi emplojed the Vir^n, straightway bade 
His tioop« a-Jaist m burial. They, though grieved 
At late airival, and the expected day 
Of conquest past, yet give their willing aid : 
They dig the general grave, and thither bear 
English or French, alike commingled now. 
And heap the mound of death. 

Amid the plain 
There was a little eminence, of old 
Raised o'er some honored chieftain's narrow house. 
His praise the song had ceased to celebrate ; 
And many an unknown age had the long grass 
Waved o'er that nameless mound, though barren now 
Beneath the frequent tread of multitudes. 
There elevate, the martial Maiden stood, 
Her brow unhelmed, and floating on the wind 
Her long dark locks. The silent troops ai'ound 
Stood thickly thronged, as o'er the fertile field 
Billows the ripened corn. The passing breeze 
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Bore not a nmcmur from the numevous host, 
Such deep attention held them. She hegan : — 

" Glory to those who in their timntry's eause 
Fall in the field of battle ! Countrymen ! 
I stand not here to mourn these gallant men, 
Our comrades, nor, with vain and idle phrase 
Of sorrow and compassion, to console 
The friends who loved them. They, indeed, who fall 
Beneath Oppression's banner, merit well 
Our pity. May the God of peace and love 
Be merciful to those blood-guilty men 
Who came to desolate the realm of France, 
To make us bow the knee, and crouch like slaves 
Before a foreign master ! Give to these, 
And to their wives and orphan little ones. 
That on their distant father vainly cry 
For bread, — give these your pity ! Wretched men ! 
Forced or inveigled from their homes, or driven 
By need and hunger to the trade of blood ; 
Or, if with free and wilUng mind they came. 
Moat wretched ; for before the eteiTial throne, 
Guilty alike in act and will, they stand. 
But our dead comrades for their country fought; 
No arts they needed, nor the specious bribes 
Of promise, to allure them to this Sght, — 
This holy warfare. Them their parents sent, 
And, as they raised their streaming eyes to heaven, 
Bade them go forth, and from the ruffian's sword 
Save their gray hairs ; them their dear wives sent out, 
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Fixed their last kisses on their armed liands,"' 

And bade them in the battle think they fought 

For them and for their chiidreD. Tlius, inflamed 

By every milder feeling, they weut forth, 

They fought, they coaquered. To this holy ground, 

The mea of Orleans, in the days to come. 

Shall bring their boys, and tell them of the deeds 

Their countrymen achieved, and bid them learn 

Like them to love their country, and like them. 

Should usurpation pour agsun its tide 

Of desolation, to step forth and stem. 

Fearless, the furious torrent. Men of France I 

Mourn not for these our comi-ades. Boldly they 

Fought the good fight ; and that eternal One, 

Who bade the angels harbinger his word 

With ' Peace on earth,' rewards them. We survive, 

Honoring their memories to avenge their fall 

Upon the unjust invaders. They may drain 

Their kingdom's wealth, and lavishly expend 

Its blood, insanely thinking to subdue 

This wide and populous realm ; for easier were it 

To move the ancient mountains from their base. 

Than on a nation knowing its own strength 

To force a foreign yoke. France, then, is safe. 

My glorious mUsion soon will be fulfilled. 

My work be done. But, oh ! remember ye. 

And in their generation let your sons 

Transmit to theirs the all-concerning truth. 

That a great people, wrongfully assailed. 

If faithful lo themselves, and resolute 
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In duty to the last, betide ivLat may, — 
Altliough no sigDS be given, no miracles 
VonehEafed, us now, no Proplietess ordained, - 
May yet with hope invincible hold on, 
Relying on their courage and their cause, 
And the sure course of righteous Providence,' 



THE TENTH BOOK. 

Thus to the martyrs Jn their country's cause 
The Maiden gave their fame ; and, when she ceased, 
Such murmur from the multitude arose 
As when at twilight hour the summer breeze 
Moves o'er tlie elmy vale. There was not one 
Who mourned with feeble sorrow for his friend 
Slain in the fight of freedom ; or if chance 
Eemembrance with a tear suffused the eye, 
The patriot's joy slione through. 

And now, the rites 
Of sepulture perf'ormed, the hymn to Heaven 
They chanted. To the town the Maid returned, 
Dunois with her, and Eichemont, and the man 
Conrade, whose converse most the Virgin loved. 
They of pursuit and of the future war 
Sat communing; when loud the trumpet's voice 
Proclaimed a herald's coming. 

" To the Maid," — 
Such was his errand, — "and to thee, Dunois, 
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Son of the cMef he loyed, Du Chastel sends 

Greeting, The figed warrior hath not spared 

All active efforts to partake your toil, 

And serve hia country ; and though, late arrived. 

He share not in the fanie your arms acquire, 

His heart is glad that he is late aiTived, 

And France preserved thus early. He were here 

To join your host, and follow the pursuit, 

But Bichemont is his foe. To that high lord 

Thus says my master: 'We, though each to each 

Be hostile, are alike the embattled sons 

Of our dear country ; therefore do thou join 

The conquering troops, and prosecute success : 

I will the while assault what guarded towns 

Bedford yet holds in Orleannois. One day, 

Perhaps the Constable of France may leam 

He wronged Du ChasteL' " 

As the herald spake, 
Richemont's cheek reddened, jrartly with a sense 
Of shame, and partly anger half suppressed. 
" Say to thy master," eagerly he said, 
" I am the foe of those court parasites 
Who poison the king's ear. Him who shall serve 
Our country in the field, I hold my friend : 
Such may Du Chastel prove." 

So said the chief. 
And, pausing as the herald went his way, 
Turned to the Virgin ; " If I guess aright^ 
It is not from a friendly tongue's report 
That thou hast heard of me," 
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Dissembling n-it 
The unweleome ti-utli, " Yes, chieftain ! " she replied, 
" Report bespeaks thee haughty, violent, 
Suffering no rival, brooking no control, 
And executing by unrighteous means 
The judgments of thine own unlawful will." 

" But hear me. Maid of Orleans ! " he exclaimed : 
" Should the wolf enter thy defenceless flock, 
Were it a crime if thy more mighty force 
Destroyed the fell destroyer ? If thy hand 
Had slain a ruffian as he burst thy door 
Prepared for midnight murder, shouldst thou feel 
The weight of blood press heavy on thy soul ? 
I slew the wolves of state, the murderers 
Of thousands, Joan ! when rusted in its sheath 
The sword of Justice hung, blam'st thou the man 
That lent his weapon for the righteous deed?" 

Conrade replied, " Nay, Eiehemont, it were well 
To slay tlie ruffian as he burst thy doors ; 
But if he bear the plunder safely thence. 
And thou shouldst meet him on the future day. 
Vengeance must not be thine; there is the law 
To puaish ; and the law alloweth not 
That the accuser take upon himself 
The judge's part ; still less doth it allow 
That he should execute upon the accused. 
Untried, unheard, a sentence, which so giveo 
Becomes, whate'er the case, itself a crime." 
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" Thou hast said wisely," cried the constable ; 
"But there are guilty ones above the law, 
Men wliose black crimes exceed the utmost bound 
Of private guilt ; court vermin, that buzz round 
And flyblow the king's ear, and make him waste. 
In this most precious time, his people's wealth 
And blood ! immersed one while in sensual sloth, 
Heedless though ruin threat the realm they rule ; 
And now projecting some mad enterprise, 
Sending their troops to sure defeat and shame. 
These are the men who make the king suspect 
His wisest, faithfulest, best counsellor-. 
And, for themselves and their dependants, seize 
All places and all profits ; and they wiest 
To their own ends the statutes of the land, 
Or safely break them ; thus, oj indolent 
Or active, ruinous alike to France 
Wisely thou sayest, warrior, that the Law 
Should strike the guilty ; but the voice of Justice 
Cries out, and brings conviction as it cries. 
Whom the law cannot reach, the dagger should." 

The Maid replied, " It seemeth then, O chief! 
That, reasoning to thine own conviction thus. 
Thou Blandest self-acquitted of all wrong. 
Self-justified, yea, self-approved. I ask not 
Whether Ihis public zeal hath looked askant 
To private ends : men easily deceive 
Others, and oft more easily themselves. 
But what if one, reasoning as thou hast done. 
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Had in like course proceeded to the act, — 

One of the people, one of low degree. 

In whom the strong desire of public good 

Had grown to be his one sole sleepless thought, 

A psission, and a madness ; r^ed as high 

Above all sordid motives as thyself; 

Beneath such impulses of riyalry 

And such ambitious projects as perforce 

Men will imput« to thee, — had such a man 

Stood forth the self-appointed mini3t«r 

To execute his own decrees of death, 

The law on him had rightfully enforced 

That sentence, which the Almighty hath enjoined, 

Of life for life. Thou, chief, art hy thy rank 

And power exempted from the penalty : 

What, then, hast thou esampled, — right and wrong 

Confounding thus, and making lawless might 

The judge in its own quarrel? Trust me, chief, 

That, if a people sorely are oppressed. 

The dreadfnl hour of overthrow will come 

Too surely and too soon ! He best, meanwhile, 

Performs the sage's and the patriot's part, 

Who in the ear of rage and faction breathes 

The healing words of love." 

Thus communed they. 
Meantime, all panic-struck and terrified. 
The English urge their flight; by other thoughts 
Possessed than when, elate with arrogance, 
They dreamt of conquest, and the crown of France 
At their disposal. Of their hard-fought fields. 
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Of glory hardly p.nmed, and lost witli shame. 
Of friends and bretiiran slaughtered, and the fate 
Threatening themselves, they brooded sadly, now 
Repentant late and vainly. They, whom fear 
Erst made obedient to their conquering march, 
Rise on them in defeat, while they retire, 
Marking their pafh wilh ruin, day by day 
Leaving tlie weak and wounded destitute 
To the foe's mercy ; thinking of their home, 
Though to that fiir-off prospect scarcely hope 
Could raise a sickly eye. Oh then what joy 
Inspired anew their bosoms, when, like clouds 
Moving in shadows down the dislant hill, 
They saw their coming succors ! In eaeh heart 
Doubt raised a busy tumult : soon they knew 
Tbe EugUsh standard, and a general shout 
Burst from the joyful ranks. Yet came no joy 
To Talbot : he, with dark and downward brow, 
Mused sternly, till at length aroused to hope 
Of vengeance, welcoming his gallant son, 
He brake a sullen smile.^'* 

" Son of my age ! 
Welcome, young Talbot, to thy first of fields ! 
Thy father bids thee welcome, though disgraced, 
Baffled, and flying from a woman's arm 1 
Yes, by my former glories, from a woman 1 
The scourge of Prance, the conqueror of men, 
Flying before a woman ! Son of Talbot ! 
Had the winds wafted thee a few days sooner. 
Thou hadst seen me high in honor, and thy name 
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Alone had scattered armies : yet, my son, 
I bid thee welcome. Here we rest our flight, 
And face ^ain the foe." 

So spake the chief; 
And well he counselled : for not yet the sun 
Had reached meridian height, when o'er the plain 
Of Patay they beheld the troops of France 
Speed in pursuit. Soon as the ti-oopa of France 
Beheld the dark battalions of the foe 
Shadowing the distant plain, a general shout 
Burstfrom the expectant host; and on they pressed; 
Elate of heart and eager for the fight, 
With clamors ominous of yietory. 
Thus urging on, one from the adverse host 
Advanced to meet them : they his garb of peace 
Knew, and they halted as the herald spake 
His bidding to the chieftains. " Sirs ! " he cried, 
" I bear defiance to you from the Earl 
WiUiam of Sufiblk. Here, on tins fit ground. 
He wiUs to give you battle, power to power, 

"On the mori'ow 
We will join battle, then," replied Dunois ; 
" And (rod befriend the right ! " Then on the herald 
A robe rich-furred and broidered he bestowed,"' 
A costly guerdon. Through the army sproad 
The unwelcome tidings of delay ; possessed 
With agitating hopes, they felt the hours 
Pass heavily : but soon the night waned on, 
And the loud trumpets' blare from broken sleep 
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liouBtd them ; a second time the thrilling blast 
Bade them be armed, and at the third long sound 
They ranged them in their ranks."" From man to 

With pious haste hurried the confessors 
To shrive them,"' lest with souls all unprepared 
They to their death miglit go, Dunois meantime 
Kode through the host, the shield of dignify ^" 
Before htm home, and in his hand he held 
The white wand of command. The open helm 
Disclosed that eye which tempered the strong lines 
Of steady valor, lo obedient awe 
Winning the will's assent. To some he spake 
Of late-earned glory ; othei-a, new to war, 
He bade bethink them of the feats achieved 
When Talbot, recreant to his former fame, 
Fled from beleaguered Orleans. Was there one 
Whom he had known in battle ? — by the hand 
Him did hS take, and bid him on that day 
Summon his wonted courage, and once more 
Support his chief and comrade, Happy he 
Who caught his eye, or from the chieftain's lips 
Heai-d his own name ! Joy more inspiriting 
Fills not the Peraian's soul, when sure he deems 
That Mithra hears propitiously his prayer, 
And o'er the scattered cloud of morning pours 
A brighter ray responsive. 

Then the host 
Partook due food, this their last meal belike 
Eeeeiving with such thoughtful doubls as make 
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Tlio soul, [inpatient of uacertaJDty, 

Rush eager to the event. Being tlius prepared, 

UpoQ the grass the soldiers laid themael^es, 

Each in his station, waiting there the sound 

Of onset, that, in undiminished strength 

Strong, they might meet the battle : ^" silent some, 

Pondering the chances of the coining day ; 

Some whiling with a careless gayety 

The fearful pause of action. 

Thus the French 
In such array, and high in confident hope. 
Await the signal ; whilst with other thoughts, 
And ominous awe, once more the invading host 
Prepare them in the field of flght to meet 
The Prophetess. Collected in himself, 
Appeared the might of Talbot. Through the ranks 
He stalks, — reminds them of their former fame. 
Their native land, their homes, the friends they 

loved. 
All the rewards of this day's victory. 
But awe had filled the English, and they struck 
Ffuntly their shields ; for they who had beheld 
The hallowed banner with celestial light 
Irradiate, and the missioned Maiden's deeds, 
Felt theii" hearts sink within them at the thought 
Of her near vengeance ; and the tale they told 
lioused such a tumult in the new-come troops 
As fitted them for fear. The aged earl 
Beheld their drooping valor ; and his brow, 
Wrinkled with thought, bewrayed his inward doubts ; 
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Still he was firm, tliough all might fly, resolved 
That Talbot should retrieve his old renown, 
And end his life with glory. Yet some hope 
Inspired the veteran, as, across the plain 
Casting his eye, he mai'ked the embattled strcngtb 
Of thousands, — archers of unequalled skill, 
Brigans and pikeraen, from whose lifted points 
A fearful radiance flashed, and young esquires. 
And high-born wan'iors, bright m blazoned amis. 

Hbr few, nor fameless, were the English chiefs. 
In many a field victorious, he was there, — 
The gartered Fastolffe ; Hungerford and Scales, 
Men who had seen the hostile squadrons fly 
Before the arma of England ; Suffolk there. 
The haughty chieftain, towered, blest had he fallen 
Ere yet a courtly minion he was marked 
By public hatred, and the murderer's guilt ! 
There, too, the son of Talbot, young in arms, 
Heir of a noble race and mighty name : 
At many a tilt and ttiumament had he 
Approved his skill and prowess ; coafident 
In strength, and jealous of his future fame. 
His heart beat high for battle. Such array 
Of marshalled numbers fought not on the field 
Of Cresay, nor at Poictiers ; nor such force 
Led Henry to the flght of Agincourt, 
When thousands fell before him. 

Onward move 
The host of France. It was a goodly sight 
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To see the embattled pomp, as with the step 
Of stateljness the barded steeds came on ; 
To see the pennons rolling their long waves 
Before the gale, and banners broad and bright^™ 
Tossing their blazonry, and high-plumed chiefs, 
Vidames ^^ and seneschals and chastellains, 
Gray with their bucklers' gorgeous heraldry, 
And silken surcoata to the mid-day sun 
G-littering.'^' 

And now the knights of France dismount ; 
For not to brutal strength they deemed it right 
To trust their fame and their dear country's weal ; "" 
Rather to manly courage, aad the glow 
Of honorable thoughts, such as inspire 
EnriobUng energy. Unhorsed, unspuiTed, 
Their javelins shortened to a wieldy length,*** 
They (o the foe advanced. The Maid alone. 
Conspicuous on a coal-black courser, meets 
The war. They moved to battle with such sound 
Aa rushes o'er the vaulted flrraameat, 
When from his seat, on the utmost verge of heaven 
That overhangs the void, the Sire of winds, 
Hrsesvelger starting,*** rears his giant bulk, 
And from his eagle pinions shaies the storm. 

High on her stately steed ,the martial Maid 
Rode foremost of the war ; her burnished arms 
Shone like the brook that o'er its pebbled course 
Runs glittering gayly to the noontide sun. 
The foaming courser, of her giuding hand 
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Impatient, smote the earth, and tossed his mane. 
And reared aioft with many a froward bound, 
Then answered to the rein with snch a step, 
As, in submission, he were proud to show 
His spirit unsubdued. Slow on the air 
Waved tlie white plumes that shadowed o'er hei 

Even such, so fair, so terrible in arms, 

Pelides moved from Scyros, where, concealed. 

He lay, obedient to his mother's fears, 

A seemly damsel ; thus the youth appeared 

Terribly graceful, when upon his necl: 

Deidameia hung, and with a looli 

That spake the tumult of her troubled soul. 

Fear, anguish, and upbraiding tenderness, 

Glazed on the father of her unborn babe. 

An English knight, who, eager for renown, 
Late left his peaceful mansion, marked the Maid, 
Her power miraculous and portentous deeds 
He from the troops had heard incredulous, 
And scoffed their easy fears, and vowed that he. 
Proving the magic of this dreaded girl 
In equal battle, would dissolve the spell, 
Powerless opposed to valor. Forth he spurred 
Before the ranks : she marked the coming foe. 
And fixed her lance in rest, and rushed along. 
Midway they met; full on her buckler driven, 
Shivered the English spear : her better force 
Drove the brave foeman senseless from his seat. 
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Headlong he fell, nor ever to the sense 
Of shame awoke ; for crowding multitudes 
Soon crushed the helpless warrior. 

Then the Maid 
IJode through the thickest battle : fast they fell, 
Pierced by her forcefiil spear. Amid the troojM 
Plunged her strong war-horse : by the noise of arms 
Elate, and roused to rage, he tramples o'er, 
Or, with the lance protended from his front,^'' 
Thrusts down, the thronging squadrons. Where 

she turns, 
The foe tremble and die. Such ominous fear 
Seizes the traveller o'er the trackless sands, 
Who marks the dread simoom across the waste 
Sweep its swift pestilence : to earth he falls, 
Nor darea give utterance to the inward prayer, 
Deeming the Gtenlua of the desert breathes 
The purple blast of death. 

Such was the sound 
As when a tempest, mingling air and sea, 
Flies o'er the upt«m ocean : dashing high 
Their foamy heads amid the incumbent clouds. 
The maddened billows with their- deafening roar 
Drown the loud thunder's peal. In every form 
Of horror, death was there. They fall, transfixed 
By the random arrow's point or fierce-thrust lauce, 
Or sink all battered by the ponderous mace. 
Some, from their coursers thrown, lie on the earth, 
Helpless because of arms, that, weak to save, 
Lengdiened the lingering agonies' of death. 
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But most the English fell, by their own fears 
Betrayed ; for fear the evil that it dreads 
Inereaseth, Even the chiefs, who many a day 
Had met the war, and conquered, trembled now, 
Appalled hefore the Maid miraculous ; 
As the blood-nurtured monarch of the wood. 
That o'er the wilds of Afric in his strength 
Resistless ranges, when the mutinous clouds 
Burst, and the lightnings through tie midnight sky 
Dart their red fires, li^ fearful in his den. 
And howls in t«rror to the passing storm. 

But Talbot, fearless where the bravest feared, 
Mowed down the hostile ranks. The chieftain stood 
Like a strong oak, amid the tempest's rage, 
That stands unharmed, and, while the forest falls 
Uprooted round, lifts his high head aloft. 
And nods majestic to the warring wind. 
He fought, resolved to snatch the shield of death,"^ 
And shelter him from shame. The very herd 
Who fought near Talbot, though the Vii^in's name 
Made their cheeks pale, and drove the curdling blood 
Bai;k to their hearts, caught from his daring deeds 
New force, and went like eaglets to the prey 
Beneath their mother's wing ; to him they looked, 
Their tower of strength,^" and followed where his 

sword 
Made through the foe a way. Nor did the son 
Of Talbot shame his lineage : by his sire, 
Emulous he strove, like the young lionet 
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When first he bathes his murderous jaws in blood. 
They fought intrepid, though amid their ranks 
Fear and confusion triumphed ; for such dread 
Possessed the English as the Etruscans felt, 
When, self-devoted to the internal gods, 
The awful Decius stood before the troops, 
Robed in the victim-garb of sacrifice. 
And spake aloud, and called the sliadowy powers 
To give to Rome the conquest, and receive 
Their willing prey; then rushed amid the foe, 
And died upon the hecatombs he slew. 

But hope inspired the assailants. Xaintrailles 

Spread fear and death; and Orleans' valiant son 
Fought as when Warwick fled before his arm. 
O'er all pre-eminent for hardiest deeds 
Was Conrade. Where he drove his battle-axe. 
Weak was the buckler or the helm's defence, 
Hauberk, or plated mail : through all it pierced, 
Resistless as the forked flash of heaven. 
The death-doomed foe, who marked the coming chief. 
Felt such a chill run through his shivering frame. 
As the night-traveller of the Pyrenees, 
Lone and bewildered on his wintry way. 
When from the mountains round reverberates 
The hungry wolves' deep yell; on every side, 
Their fierce eyes gleaming as with meteor fires. 
The famished pack come round ; the aflrighted mule 
Snorts loud with terror, on his shuddering limbs 
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The big sweat starts, conyulsive pant his sides ; 
Then on he gaOops, wild in desperate speed. 
Him dealing death an EngUsh linight beheld, 
And spurred bis steed to crush him, Conrade 

leaped 
Lightly aside, and through the warrior's greaves 
Fixed a deep wound ; nor toHger could the foe, 
Disabled thus, command his mettled horse, 
Or his rude plunge endure : headlong he fell. 
And perished. In his castle-hall was hung 
On high his father's shield, with many a dint 
Graced on the glorious field of Agincourt. 
His deeds the son had heard ; and when a boy, 
Listening delighted to the old man's tale, 
His little band would lift the weighty spear 
In warlike pastime: he had left behind 
An infant offepring, and had fondly deemed 
He, too, in ^e the exploits of his youth 
Should tell, and in the stripling's bosom rouse 
The fire of glory, 

Conrade the next foe 
Smote where the heaving membrane separates 
The chambers of the trunk. The dying nian 
In his lord's castle dwelt, for many a year, 
A well-beloyed servant: he could sing 
Carols for Shrovetide or for Candlemas, 
Songs for the wassail, and when the boar's head. 
Crowned with gay garlands and with rosemary. 
Smoked on the Christmas board : "* he went to war, 
Following the lord he loved, and saw him fall 
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Beneath the ana of Conrade, aiid expired, 
Slain on hia master's body. 

Nor the fight 
Was doubtful long. Fierce on the invading host 
Press the French troops impetuous, as of ol3, 
When, pouring o'er his legion slaves on Greece, 
The Eastern despot bridged the Hellespont, 
The rushing sea against the mighty pile 
EflUed its full weight of waters ; far away 
The fearful satrap marked on Asia's coasts 
The floating fragments, aad with ominous fear 
Trembled for the great king. 

Still Talbot strove. 
His foot flrm planted, his uplifted shield 
Fencing that breast which never yet had known 
The throb of fear. But when the warrior's eye. 
Glancing around the fight, beheld the French 
Pressing to conquest, and hia heartless troops 
Striking with feebler force in baclcward step. 
Then o'er his cheek he felt the indignant flush 
Of shame, and loud he lifted up his voice, 
And cried, " Fly, cravens ! leave your aged chief 
Here in the front to perish ! His old limhs 
Are not like yours, so supple in the flight.^™ 
Gk), tell your countrymen how ye escaped 
When Talbot fell!" 

In vain the warrior spake: 
In the uproar of the fight his voice was lost ; 
And they, the nearest, who had heard, beheld 
The Prophetess approach, and every thought 
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Was ovcrwlielm.ed in teri-or. But the son 
Of Taibot marked her thus a«i-oss the phiin 
Careering fierce in conquest, and ^he hope 
Of gloj'y I'ose within him. Her to meet 
He spurred his horse, by one decisive deed 
Or to retrieve the batUe, or to fall 
With hoDor. Ea«h beneath the other's blow 
Bowed down ; their lances shivered .with the shock ; 
To earth their coursers fell. At once they rose ; 
He from the saddle-bow his falchion caught,"" 
Rusliing to closer combat; and she bared 
The lightning of her eword."^ In vain tJie youth 
Essayed to pierce those arms which even the power 
Of time was weak to injure : she the while 
Through many a woimd beheld her foeman's blood 
Ooze fast. " Yet save thyself! " the Maiden cried ; 
" Me thou canst not destroy ; be timely wise, 
And live ! " He answered not, but, lifting high 
His weapon, smote with fierce and forceful arm 
Full on the Vir^n's helm : Are from her eyes 
Plashed with the stroke ; one step she back recoiled, 
Then in his breast plunged deep the sword of death. 

Talbot beheld his fall : on the next foe, 
With rage and anguish wild, the warrior turned ; 
His ill-directed weapon to the earth 
Drove down the unwounded Frank : he strikes ^;^n. 
And through his all-in-vajn imploring hands 
Qeaves the poor suppliant. On that dreadful day 
The sword of Talbot,"^ clogged with hostile gore. 
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filade good its vaunt. Amid the heaps his ann 
Had slajn, the chieftam stood, and swayed around 
His furious strokes : nor ceased he from the fight, 
Though now, discomfited, the Eoghsh troops 
Fled fost, all panic-struck and spiritless. 
And, mingling with the routed, FastoIfFe fled, — 
Fastolffe, all fierce and haughty aa he was,"* 
False to hia former fame ; for he beheld 
The Maiden rashing onward, and such fear 
Rao through his frame as thrills the Afiican, 
"When, grateful sola«e in the sultry hour, 
He rises on the buoyant billow's breast, 
And then beholds Uie inevitable shark 
Close on him, open-mouthed. 

But Talbot now 
A moment paused ; for bending thitherward 
He marked a warrior, such as well might ask 
His utmost force. Of strong and stately port 
The onward foeman moved, and bore on high 
A battle-axe,"* in many a field of blood 
Known by the English chieftain. Over heaps 
Of slaughtered he made way, and bade the troops 
Retire from the bold earl. Then Conrade spake : 
" Vwn is thy valor, Talbot ! Look around ; 
See where thy squadrons fly ! But thou shalt loaa 
No honor, by their cowardice subdued, 
Performing well thyself the soldier's part," 

" And let them fly ! " the indignant earl exclaimed, 
" And let them fly ! and bear thou witness, chief! 
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That guiltless of this day's disgrace I fall. 
But, Frenchman ! Talbot will not tamely fall, 
Nor unrevenged," 

So sayiag, for the war 
He stood prepared ; nor now with heedless rage 
The champions fought, for either knew full well 
His foeman's prowess : now they aim the hlow 
Insidious, with quick change then drive tlie steel 
Fierce on the side exposed. The unfaithful arms 
Yield (o the strong-driven edge ; the blood streams 

Their battered mail. WithswifteyeConrade marked 
The lifted buckler, and beneath impelled 
His battle-axe ; that instant on his helm 
The sword of TaSbot fell, and with the hlow 
It broke. "Tetyield thee. Englishman! "exclaimed 
The generous Frank; "vain is this bloody strife: 
Me shoiildst thou conquerj little would my death 
Avail thee, weak and wounded." 

" Long enough 
Talbot has lived," replied the sullen chief; 
" His hour is come ; yet ahalt not thou survive 
To glory ia his fall ! " So, as he spake, 
He lifted from the ground a massy spear. 
And eame ^ain lo battle. 

Now more fierce 
The conflict raged ; for, careless of himself 
And desperate, Talbot fought. Collected still 
Was Conrade, Wheresoe'er his foeman aimed 
The well-thrust javelin, there he swung around 
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His guardian sliield : the long and vain assault 
Exhausted Talbot now ; foredone with toO, 
He bare his buckler bw for weariness; 
The buckler, now splintered with many a stroke,"' 
Fell piecemeal ; from his riven arms the blood 
Streamed fiist ; andnowthe Frenchman's battle-axe 
Came unresisted on the shield less mail. 
But then he held his hand. " Ui^e not to death 
This fruitless contest ! " he exclaimed : " O chief! 
Are there not those in England who would feel 
Keen anguish at thy loss ? — a wife perchance 
"Who trembles for thy safety, or a child 
Needing a father's care." 

Then Talbot's heart 
Smote him. "Warrior!" he cried, "if thou dost 

That life is worth preserving, hie thee hence. 
And save thyself: Iloathe this useless talk." 

So saying, he addressed him to the £ghl, 
Impatient of existence : from their arms 
Fire flashed, and quick they panted ; but not long 
Endured the deadly combat. With full force 
Down through his shoulder, even io the chest, 
Conrade impelled the ponderous battle-axe, 
And, at that instant, underneath his shield 
Received the hostile spear. Prone fell the earl, 
Even in his death rejoicing that no foe 
Should live to boast his fall. 

Then with faint hand 
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Conrade unlaced liis helm, and, from his brow 

Wiping the Oflid dews ominous of death. 

He laid him on the earth, thence to remove, 

While the long lance hung heavy in his side. 

Powerless. As thus beside his lifeless foe 

He lay, the herald of the English eari 

With faltering step drew near; and when he saw 

His master's arms, " Alas ! and is it you, 

My lord ? " he cried. " God pardon you your sins ! 

I have been forty years your officer, 

And time it is I should surrender now 

The eusigns of my office." So he said. 

And, paying thus iiis rite of sepulture, 

Threw o'er the slaughtered chief his blazoned coat."' 

Then Conrnde thus bespake him: "EngUshman, 
Do for a dying soldier one kind act ! 
Seek for the Maid of Orleans, bid her haste 
Hither, and thou shalt gain what recompense 
It pleaseth thee to ask." 

The herald soon, 
Meeting the missioned Virgin, told his tale. 
Trembling she hastened on ; and, when she knew 
The death-pale face of Conrade, scarce could Joan 
Lift up the expiring warrior's heavy hand. 
And press it to her heart. 

" I sent for thee, 
My friend ! " with interrupted voice he cried, 
" That I might comfort this my dying hour 
With one good deed, A fair domwn b mine : 
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Let Fi'ancis and his Isabel possess 

That, mine inheritance." He paused awhile, 

Struggling for utterance ; then with breathless 

speed, 
And pale as him he mourned for, Francis came. 
And hung in silence o'er the blameless man, 
Even with a brother's sorrow. He pursued: 
"This, Joan, will be thy care. I have at home 
An aged mother: Francis, do thou soothe 
Her childless age. Nay, weep'not for me thus : 
Sweet to the wretched is the tomb's repose ! " 

So saying, Conrade drew tlie javelin forth, 
And died without a groan. 

By this the scouts, 
Forerunning the king's march, upon the plain 
Of Patay had arrived, of late so gay 
With marehalled thousands in their radiant arms. 
And streamers glittering in the noontide sun, 
And blazoned shields and gay accoutrements, — 
The pageantry of war; but now defiled 
With mingled dust and blood, and broken arms, 
■ And mangled bodies. Soon the monaich joins 
His victor army. Bound the royal flag, 
Upreared in conquest now, the chieftains flock, 
Proffering their eager service. To his arms, 
Or wisely fearful, or by speedy force 
Compelled, the embattled towns submit, and own 
Their rightfiil king. Baugenci strives in vain ; 
Tenvilie and Mehun yield ; from Sully's wall 
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Hurled h the baniiered iion : on they pass, 

Auxerre and Troyes and Chalons ope their gates, 

And, by the missioned Maiden's rumored deeds 

Inspirited, the citieens of Rheims 

Feel their own strength ; against the Englisli troops 

With patriot valor, irresistible, 

They rise, they conquer, and to their liege lord 

Present the city keys. 

The niorn was fair 
When Eheims re-echoed to the busy hum 
Of multitudes, for high solemnity 
Aasembled. To the holy fabric moves 
The long procession, through the streets bestrewn 
With flowers and laurel boughs. The courtier 

throng 
Were there, and they in Orleans, who endured 
The siege right bravely, — Gaucour and I^a Hire, 
The gallant Xaintrailles, Boussae, and Chabannes, 
Alenpon, and the bravest of the brave. 
The Bastard Orleaas, now in hope eiate, 
Soon to release from bard captivity 
His dear-beloved brother, — gallant men, 
And worthy of eternal memory ; 
Por they, in the most perilous times of France, 
Despaired not of their country. By the king 
The delegated Damsel passed along, 
Clad in her battered arms. She bore on high 
Her hallowed banner to the sacred pile. 
And fixed it on the altar, whilst her hand 
Poured on the monarch's head the mystic oiV 
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Wafted of yore, by milk-white dove from heaven, 

(So l^enda say,) to Clovis when he stood 

At Rheims for baptism ; dubious since that day, 

When Tolbiac plain reeked with his warrior's blood, 

And fierce upon theii' flight the Almanni pressed. 

And reared the shout of triumph; ia that hour, 

Clovia invoked aloud the Christian God, 

And conquered; waked to wonder thus, the chief 

Became love's convert, and Clotilda led 

Her husbaad to the font. 

The missioned Maid 
Then placed on Charles's brow the crown of France, 
And, back retiring, gazed upon the king 
One moment, quickly scanning aU the past, 
Till, in a tumult of wild wouderment, 
She wept aloud. The assembled multitude 
In awful stillness witnessed ; then at once, 
As with a tempeat-mahing noise of winds, 
Lifted their mingled clamors. Now the Maid 
Stood as prepared to speak, and waved her haad ; 
And instant silence followed. 

" King of France ! " 
She cried, " at Chinon, when my gifted eye 
Knew thee disguised, what inwardly the spirit 
Prompted, I promised, witli the swoi'd of God, 
To drive from Orleans far the English wolves, 
And crown thee in the rescued walls of Rheims. 
All is accomplished. I have here this day 
Fulfilled my misaion, and anointed thee 
King over this great nation. Of this charge. 
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Or well performed or carelessly, that God 

Of whom thou Iioldest thine authority 

WiU take account; from him all power derives. 

Thy duty is to fear the Lord, and rule, 

According to his word and to the laws. 

The people thus committed to thy charge : 

Theirs is to fear him and to hoaor thee. 

And with that fear and honor to obey 

In all things lawful ; both being thus alike 

By duty bound, alike restricted both 

From wilful license. If thy heart be set 

To do his will &nd in his ways to walk, 

I know no limit to the happiness 

Thou mayst create. I do beseech thee, king ! " 

The Maid exclaimed, and fell upon the ground, 

And clasped his knees, — "Ido beseech thee, king! 

By all the thousands that depend on thee 

For weal or woe, consider what thou art ; 

By whom appointed. If thou dost oppress 

Thy people; if, to aggrandize.tliyself, 

Thou tear'st them from their homes, and sendest 

To slaughter, prodigal of misery ; 

If, when the widow and the orphan groan 

In want and wretchedness, thou turnest thee 

To hear the music of the flatterer's tongue ; 

If, when thou hear'st of thousands who have fallen, 

Thou say'st, ' I am a king ! and fit it is 

That these should perish for me ; ' if thy realm 

Should, through the counsels of thy government, 
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Be filled with woe, and in thy streets be heard 

The voice of mourning and tlie feeble cry 

Of asking hunger ; if, in place of law, 

Iniquity prevail ; if avarice grind 

The poor; if discipline he utterly 

Relaxed, vice chartered, wickedness let loose, — 

Though in the general ruin alt must share. 

Each answer for his own peculiar guilt, 

Yet at the jiidgment^day, from those to whom 

The power was given, the Giver of all power 

Will cal! for righteous and severe account. 

Choose thou the better part, and rule the land 

In righteousness. In righteousness thy throne 

Shall then be stablished, not by foreign foes 

Shaken, nor by domestic enemies, 

But guarded then by loyalty and love. 

True hearts, good angels, and all-seeing Heaven." 

Thus, spake the Maid of Orleans, solemnly 
Accomplishing her marvellous mission here. 
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Note 1, p. 26. — The Saiiarti Orlemts, 
"Lewes, Duka of Orleanoo, murtherad in Paris by Jlion, Duka 
of iiurgoyiie, was owner of tlie Castle of Coiicy, on tlie fron- 
tiera of Fraunce toward Arthoja, whereof he made oonsinble 
the Lord of Canny, a mgn not bo wise as tna nifs was fail's ; lind 
yet Bhe was not so faire but she was as well beloved of the 
Dake of Orleance as of her ImBband. Betwene the dnke and 
her huabnnd {I otinaot tell who was Either), she oonoeived a 
oliild, and bconght fnrthe a prety boye called Jhon ; whiohe 
child beying of the age of one yere, the duke deoaaBed, and, 
□ot long after, the mother and the Lord of Cawny ended their 
lives. The next of kynne to the Iiord Cawny ehnlenged the 
inheritannce, which was worth foare thousande orounee a yere, 
alledgyng that the boye was a bastard ; and the kynrsd of the 
mother's side, for to save her honesty, it plainly denied. In 
conclnaion, this matter was m contencion before the presidentea 
of the parliameat of Paris, and there hang in oontrovBrsie till 
the child came to the age of eight years old ; at whicho tyn 
it was demanded of hym openly whose sonne he was. I 
frendea of his mother's side advertised hym to reqnire a ds 
to be advised of so great an answer; whiehe he asked, and 
hym it was granted. In the mean season, Ms said frendes p< 
suaded turn to olaime his inheritance as sorme to the Lorde of 
Cawny, whiohe was an lionorable hvyng and an annciont 
mony, afBrming that, if he said contrary, he not only aiaundered 
his mother, ahsmed bymself, and stained his blond, but also 
shonld ha¥e no lltyng, nor ^iny thing to tajce to. The schole- 
master, thinkyng tliat his disciple had woll learned his lesson, 
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and would reherse it according to his iiistniocioii, broaght 
hjra before the jiidgBS at the dale assigned; and, when the 
qnastioH was repeted to hjm again, lie bolJlj' answered, ' My 
hRite geveth me, and my tonge telieth me, that I am the sonne 
of the noble Dnke of Orieaxinoe ; more glad to be his bastarde, 
■with a meone livyug, than tlie lawful EOnne of that cownnl 
cnekoWe Cawny, with his tbur thousand erownes.' The judges 
much mairvelled at his bolde aoswere, and his mother's oayna 
detested hym for shornyng of Ms mother, and liis father's sup- 
posed kinue rejoysed in gaining the patrimony and posseeEiona. 
Charles, Duke of Orleauuoe, horyng of this jxidgment, took 
hym mCo his tbmliy, and ga^e hym greate of&ces and fees, 
whiche he well deserved; for (during his captiTitie] he defend- 
ed- his htndes, expulsed the Englishmen, and, in concluelon, 
procured hia deliverance." — fiiiil, / 104. 

There can be no doubt thnt Shakespeare had this anecdote 
in his mind when he wrote tlie first scene wherehi the bastard 
Falconbridge is introduced. 

When the Duke of Orleans was so viUonously assassinated 
by order of the Duke of Burguudy, the murder was thought 
at first to have been perpetrated by Sir Aubert de Cauny, says 
Mojistiellet ( Johnes's transluOon, voL 1. p. 1B8), from the great 
hatred he bore the duke tor having carried off his wife ; but 
the truth was soon known who were the guilty pei-aons, and 
fliat Sir Aubert waa perfectly innocent of tlie crime. M;u-iettn 
d'Euguiei! was the name of the adulteress. 

Note a, p. 25.— Cheeredwith Ihe Tiimbadim-'s iweei mnstrdiy. 
Lon-Bine, according to Chancer, was famous for its singers ; — 
" TlicH might^t thou Be tlieBe flutoura. 
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■ what ilie . 



The following sooount of Joan of Arc is extraoted fbora a 
history of the alege of Oi'leana, "prise de mat & mot, bbds aucun 
changemeuC de laiigoge, d'un vieii exemplcire escrit a la mam 
en parcliemln, flt trouv^ en in maison de la diets vilie d'OrieLins; 
Troyes, 1621 : " — 

" Or en oa temps aToit une jennne liiie au pais de Lonnine, 
angea de djs-hniot ans on environ, nomraee Janne, natifne d'nn 
piu^)isse nomme Dompre, fille d'un laboureur nomine Jacques 
Tart; qui jamMs n'aToit fait autre ehiHe que garder IsB beates 
aux Champa, a la queile, ainsi qu'elle disoit, avoit est6 reveiS 
que Dieu Touioit qu'elle aiiast devers ie Bo! Charles Septiesiue, 
pour iny aider et ie eonBeiiler a reoouyrer son royaume at sea 
villas at places qua las Anglois avoient conquises en ses pays- 
La quelle revelation elle n'osa dire bob pers at mera, pource 
qu'ella sfavoit hian qua jamaJa n'eussent oonsenty qu'elle y 
ftiat allee ; et Ie persuada taut qu'ii la mana devers un gentel- 
homma nomraa Masaire Robert da Baudrioourt, qui pour lors 
estoit oappitoiiia do la villa, on Chasteau de Vancouleur, qui est 
asses prochiun de la r auquei elle pria tras instanmsnt qu'ii la 
liat mener devei-s 1b Roy de France, en lenr dlsant qu'ii esColt tres 
iieoessaire qu'elle parlast a luy pour ie bien de son royaume, at 
que elia iuy feroit grand seoours et aide a recouvrer son diet 
royaume, et que Dieu la vouloit (dnai, et que il iny avoit est^ 
revels par plusieurs fola. Des quelies parollea il na iaiaaoit que 
rire at bo mooquer at la reputoit inoensee : toutes fois elle per- 
aevera tant et si ionguement qu'ii iuy bailla un gentelhomme, 
nommS Vilie Robeit, et quelque nombre de gens, lea qusla la 
manerent devers ie roy que pour lors estoit a Chinon." 



This agrees with the account of her age give 
who oalla her "a young wench of an eighteene years old. Of 
Sivour was aha countad iikesome ; of person sCronglia made, 
and moniie ; of courage great, Imrdia, uid atout withall ; an 
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■underBtander of counsels, Ihougli she were not at them; greet 
aemblajioe of chastitie both of bodle and behaviour ; the name 
of Joaos In liir month about alt her buBineases ; humble, obe- 
dientr and ^ting divei's days in the weelce.^^ —Hoihtaked, 600, 

Do Setres speaks thus of her: "A young maiden named 
Joan of Arc, born in a yillaga npon tha Marches of Barra 
called Domtemy, neere to Vauoouleurs, of the age of eighteene 
or twenty years, issued from iMise parents. Her Either vbs 
named Jamea of Arc, and her mother Isabel, — poore country 
tbilies, nlio had brought her up to keep their catteil. She said 
with great boldnease that she had a revelation how to succour 
the king; how he might be abia to chase the EngHsh from 
Odeanoe ; and after that to cause the liing to be crowned at 
RhehQs, and to put iiim fnily and wholly in possession of hia 
realme. 

" After she had delivered this to har father, mother, and 
their neighbours, she presumed to go to tJie Lord of Baudrioourt, 
Provost of Vaucoleurs. She boldly dohvered unto him, after 
an estiaordinary manner, all these great mysteries, as much 
wished for of all men as not hoped for ; aspecially coming finm 
the mouth of a poore country midde, whom they might with 
mora reason beleeve to be possessed of soma melancholy hu- 
mour, than divinely inspired, being the instrument of so many 
excelleut remedies, in so deaperat a season, after the vaine 
striving of so great and feraoua personages. At the first, ho 
mooted and reproved her; but having heard her with more 
paljence, and judging by her temperate discourse and modest 
ooantenonee that she spoke not idely, in tha end he resolves to 
present bar to the king for his discharge. So she arrives at 
Chinoo, the sist day of May, attired like a man. 

" She had a modest countenance, sweet, oivill, and resolute ; 
her discourse was temperate, reasonable, and retired ; her ac- 
tions cold, shewing great chastity. Having spoken Co the king, 
or noblemen with whom she was to negociate, she presently 
retired to her lodging, with an old woman that guided her, with' 
out vanity, afTectation, babUng, or courtly lightuesse. These 
.aro the manners which the Ori^al attributes to her." 

Edward Grimeston, the translator, calls her in the mar^n, 
" Joana the Virpn, or rather WilJjb." 
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Note 5, p, 28. — Ltsl I& in wraOi confomui me. 

" Then the word of the Lojrd came nnto me, saying, Before 
I formed thee in the belly, I knew thee ; and before thou onmest 
focCli, out of the womb, I sancClfled thee, and I ordained thee it 
prophet unto the nations. 

" Theu Eaid I, All, Lord Crod 1 behold, I canuot Epeuk ; for I 
am B child. 

" But the Lord snid unto ma, Say not, I am a child ; for thou 
sholt go t^ all that 1 eholl send thee ; and whntfioever I command 
tbee, thou Shalt speak. ... 

" Thon, therefoi'e, jiivi up thy loins, and arise, and speiik 
UEto tham all that I oomraiHid thee ; be not dismayed at Iheic 
feces, lest I confound thee before ihera." — Jeremiah, chap. i. 



Note 6, p. 81. — Ta-aghi loisdmii to manldiuL 
" But as for the mighty man, ha had the earth, and the 

" Days should apeak, and multitude of years shoidd teach 
wisdom." — Ml. 



NoTQ 7, p- 31. — Rmlt o'ep Ae Itmd, and desolate and hilt 
" While the English and French contend for dominion, sove- 
reignty, and life itself, men's goods in France were violently 
taken by the license of war, churches spoiled, men everywhere 
murthered of wounded, others put to death or t4>rtured, ma- 
trons ravished, maids fbrcibly drawn from out their parents' 
arma to be deflowered ; towns daily laken, daily Epoyled, daily 
defaced; therlohes of the inhabitants carried whither the con- 
qaerors think good; houses and villages round about set on Are; 
no kind of cruelty is left onpnietised upon the miserable French, 
omitting many hundred kind of other calamities which all at 
onoe oppressed them. Add hereunto that the commonwealth, 
being destitute of the help of laws (which fbrthe moat part are 
mute in times of war and mnUny), floateth up and down with- 
out any anchorage at right or justice. Neither was England 
herself void of these mischiefs, who every day heard the news 
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of har valiant children'a funei-als, slain in perpetual Ekirmlshes 
and bickeringgf her genera] wealth c<mtiniia]}}' ebbed JLnd 
WBJiied ; so that the evils seemed almost equal, and the whole 
Vfestem Vforld echoed the groans and sighs of either nation's 
quarrels, being the common nxgument of speech mid compas- 
sion through Christendom." — Speed. 



When Montaigne saw it in 15B0, the tVont of the house was- 
covered with paintings representing the history of the Mtdd.. 
He says, " Ses desoendans flirent annoblis par favear du roi,. 
et nous monstrarent les erines que le roi leur douna, qui sont 
d'azur k un' eapie droite couronniie et poi|tnee d'or, et deui. 
fleurs delis d'or au ootS da ladite espfie: de quoyun recaveur 
ds VauGouIeiu' donna un esonsson peint ^ M. de Caselis. Le- 
devant de la maisonette ou die naquit est toute peintc da ses 
geslfls; mws i'aage en a fort corrurapn la peinture, II j a oussi 
un abre le long d'une vigne qu'on iionnne I'abre do la Pucella, 
qui n'anulle autre chose iremerquer." — Foyiii/es de Moslaigne, 

" Ca n'itait qu'nne maisonnette ; et oependajit ella a sub- 
eistf ji^u'& nos jonrs, grUce aa xbie national du mMre et des 
habitana de Domremy, qui pendant les derniires aimSes dn 
gouvemement iropfirial, voyant qu'on refnsfdt do laur allouet 
la somme nfeessaire pour son antietien, y anppiSfirent par una- 
aonscriplion volonlaire } tant le rfspeot et la vfai^ration que les 
vertus inspireut, peuvent quelqaefoia prolonger la dizr^ dea- 
monumena les plus simples et les plu« frogiles." — Le Srim d» 
OtarmetleB, t. i. 244. 

It appears, however, that, whE^vec might lie the respect 
and veneration of the inhabitants for this illnatriouB heroine and 
martyr, they allowed the cottage in which sha was bom to be 
villanOHsly desecrated, very soon after theh' naBonal feeling, 
had been thus praised. The author, whose book was published 
only in the second year (1817) after the overthrow of the Im- 
pariaJ Qovemment, adds the following note to this passage i. 
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" Dapuia I'^poqnB oil oe passage a <it6 ferit, il parait qi 
Ghoses aunt fort chang^as. On lit cs qui suit dans Is Miui 
de la Meuae : ' Lea chsmbres oft logerent oetta heroine 
parens sont oonvertiea en stables ; da vila aiiimaus occ 
remplacaniBnt du lit de Jeanne d'Aro, son armoire verm 
xenfeime des usl«iisiIeB d'^cnrie.' " 



>y (Say / drove insyoft«i''s Jlocl: ojieid. 



" People found out a nest of mlmoles in 
old Fuiler, ■' that so lioii-lika a spirit sh' 
shaep liliB David." 



" It is said, tlmt, when LinuEens was in England, he w 
struck with the splendid appearance of the furze in 
than with any other of our native planta." — Mts. Bto 



Note 11, p, S6. — DeitOi, ! ioihe huppy tkm art terriik ; 

Bat iioto tha wretched bse ia Hdnk of thee^ 
O thou inn comforinr I Ihe friend iff all 
Who have ne friend beside .' 
" Daath! how bitter is the Temerabranoe of tiiee to a man 
that liveth at rest in his possessionsj unto the man that hath 
nothing to ves him, and that bath proapBrity in all things ; yea, 
unto him that is yet able to reoeiTe moat ! 

" Death ! acceptable it thy sentence unto the needy ; aiid 
unto him whose strength fiiiletb, that is now in the last age, 
and is vexed with oil things ; and to him that despairotii, and 
hath lost patience." — jEbcfcsiofiiicMS, xU. 1, 2. 



Note 12, p. 40 


. _ TkM! «^ of this, gOttag «vm! 


Dreadful indeed m 


ust have been the miseries of the French 


im vulgar plundecar 


B, when the manners of the highest ckaaaa 
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Tat it omy be right to justify the saying in the tent by an 
Kxtraot ftom tJie notes to Andrews's " History of Great Britain : " 
" Agricola quilibet, aponsam juvenani acqnisitus, nc in ■vicinia 
alicujns vie! nohiils et prtepotentia habitoiis, omdeliBsime vexa- 
batur. Nempe nonnunq^nam in ejus domum irruens iate opti- 
mas, magiiS oomitante eateryft, pretinm ingens redemptlonls 
exigeret, ao si non proKnns soiveret oolonus, istum miserum in 
magna area protrudena, verraatEB ac tenarie usori snte (super 
ipaani aroam prOBfratte) Tun vir noblhs odferret; voce exda- 
mans horrenda, ' Audine, rnstice ! jamjam, super hano aroam 
constupratur dilecta tua Bponsn!' atque peracto hoc scelera 
nefiindo relinqneretur (hon'ssco referens) euffocatione expii'ana 
mafituB, nisi mogno pretio aponsa, nuper vitiata liberationetn 
ejoa redimerat." — J. de Paris. 

Let us add to ttoia tJie detestable Watory of a great oomman- 
der, under Charles VIL of France, the Bastard of Bourbon, 
who (oAer having conunitted the most execrable crimes during 
a aeries of years with impunity) waa drowned, in 1441, by the 
Conatable Biohemont (a treadieroue assassin himself, but a 
mirror of justice when compared to some of his oontfimporari.es), 
on its being proved against him, " quod anper ipsnm maritum 
vi prosiiatum, uxori, ihistra repugnant!, vim adtulerat. En- 
aaite il nvoit fait liattre et dicouper le mari, tant que o'6tciit 
piti^r ^ volr^" — Mem. de RUhemont. 

Note 13, p. 41. — Thitik lluii there art mih horrors. 

I transkte the following anecdote of the Bladt Prince iVom 
Froissart ; — 

" The Prince of Walea was about a montli, and not longer, 
before the city of Lymogesi and he did not assault it, but 
always continued mining. When the miners of the princo had 
flniflhed tlieir work, they said to him, ' Sir, we will throw down 
a groat pai't of the wall mto the moat whenerer it shall please 
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you, 30 Uiat you may enter into tlie city at jouf enfe without 
danger.' Tlie^e worde gireatjy piessed the prince, who said to 
tbeiii, ' I choose that your work nhuuld be maiiifestad to-morrow 
at the Sour of daybreak.' Then the miners set fire to their 
mines the next morolag ns the prince hud commanded, and 
orerthrew a great pane of the wall, which filled the moat where 
it had fallen. Tlie English saw all tLls very willingly; and 
they were there all armed, and ready tfl enter into the town. 
Those who were on foot oonld enter at their ease; and fhey 
entered, and ran to tlie gate, and beat it to the eacfb, and ell 
the barriera also ; for there waa no defence : and all this was 
done so euddeuly, that the people of the town wore not upon 
their goai'd. And then you might have seen the prince, the 
Duke of Lancaster, the Coijnt of Canterbury, the Count of 
Pembroke, Uesalre Gnischart Dangle, and all the other ohlefs 
and their people who entered in ; and rufdana on ibot who were 
prepared to do mischief, and to run throngh the town, and to 
kill men and women and children; and so they bed been 
commanded to do. There was a full pitiful sight; for men nud 
women and children cast themselves on their knees before the 
prince, and cried, ' Morey ! ' But ha was so inflamed with so 
great rage that he heard them not; neither man nor woman 
would he hear; but they were all put to the sword wherever 
they were found, and these people had not been guilty. I know 
not how they ooold have no pily upon poor people, who had 
never been powerful enough to do any treason. There was no 
heart bo hard in the city of Lymoges, which had any remem- 
brance of God, ihat did not lament the great miBchief that waa 
thei-e; for more tJian three thousand men and women and 
children were put to dsath that day. God has their sonls ; tbr 
indeed they were martyred. In entering the town, a party of 
the English went to the palace of the bishop, and found him 
there, and took hlro and led him before the prince, who looked 
at him with a murderous look (yeloaneatement} ; and the best 
word that he could say to him was that hie head shonld be cut 
otF; and then he made him be taken from his presence." — 
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Dnke of Berry, and in consequence tumiitg Frmck. And this 
crime was thus punislied at a period when no -versEitility of 
oonduet was Uiought dishonorable. The phrases " tourner 
Anglois," "tonmer Franfois^' "retoumer Anglois," occur re- 
peatedly in FroiBBBfC. I should add, tliat, of all the hEioes of 
this period, tlie Black Frinoe was the most generous and the 

After the English had taken the town of MonterBKU, the 
Seigneur de Guitery, who commiiiided there, retired to the 
castle i and Henry V. Ihrsatened, unless he surrendered, to hang 
eleven gentlemen taken in the town. These poor men entreated 
the governor to comply, for the sake of saving tiieir lives, letting 
Wm at the same tims know how hnpossible it was that his 
defence could be of any avail Ele was not to ba persuaded ; 
and when they saw this, and knew that theyroust die, some 
of them requested that they might first see their wives and 
their friends. This was allowed. " Li y ent da piteux regrets 
an prendre eongS," says Pierre de Fanin ; and, on the following 
morning, they were executed aa Henry had threatened. The 
governor held out for fifteen day?, and then yielded by a oapitu- 
laOon which secured himself.— ( (M. dea Mfnwti'ei, t.v.p. 406.) 
In the whole histoiy of these dreadful (jmes, I remember 
but one man whom the cruelty of the age had not contami- 
nated 1 and that was the Portuguese hero Nuno Alvares Peraira, 
a man who appears to me to have been a pertbct emimple of 
patiiotlsm, heroism, and every noble and lovely quality, above 
all others of any age or country- 
Atrocious, however, as liiese instances are, they seem as 
nothing when compared to the atrocities which the French 
axarcised upon each other. When Soissons was captured by 
Charles VI. (1414) in person, "in regard to the deslraotion 
committed by the ting's army," says Monetrellet, " it cannot 
be estimated ; for, after they had plundered all the inhabitants 
and their dwellings, they despoiled the churches and monas- 
teries. They even took and robbed the most part of the sacred 
shrines of many bodies of siunts, which they stripped of all the 
predona stones, gold, and silver, together with many other 
jewels and holy tbuigs appertaining to the aforeasid chnrohes. 
There is not a Christian but would have shuddered at the atco- 
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cions BScasses committed by the soldiery in Soissons : ramried 
women violated before their hosbands ; yoting damsels, in the 
presanoe oC their parents and telotlyes ; holy nuns, gentlewomen 
of all ranks, of whom there were man; in the town ; all, or the 
grflater part, werfl vio^at^ against their wills by divers noblea 
and others, who, after havmg satiated Uieir own brutal passions, 
delivered them over without mercy to their servants : and there 
Ib no remembrance of such disorder and havoc being done by 
Chiistiana, considering the many persons of high rank that 
were present, and who made no efforts to check them. There 
were also many gentlemen In the king's army, who had I'elatians 
is the town, aa well secular m chnrchmen ; but the disorder 
waanotthelesson that aooonnt." — Vol, iv. p. 81. 

What a national contrast ie there between the manner In 
whioli tlie English and French have eonduolad their civil wars 1 
Even in the wars of the Fronde, when all parties were alike 
Hioroughly unprincipled, cruelties were committed on both 
sides, which it might have been thought nothing but the strong 
feelings of a perverted religions principle could have given 
birth to. 



Note 14, p. 41. — Yet hmgs owZ puSe /or food. 
Holinshed says, speaking of the siege of Koan, " If I should 
rehearse how deerelie dogs, rats, mice, and cats were sold within 
the towne, and how gceediJle they wei'e by the poote people 
eaten and devoured, and how the people daille died for fault of 
fbod, and yoaag iafanla !aie auckmg m the strefts ua their molheri' 
hvasts, btiag tUad-atarved far iiatger, the reader might lament 
tlieu: extreme miseries." — p. 866. 

HoiB IB, p. 41. — The, tcepire of On mcked. 

"Do not the tears run down the widow's cheek? and is not 
her cry against him that causeth them to fall ? 

" The Lord will not be slack till he have smitten in sunder 
the loins of the unmerciful ; till he have taken away the multi- 
tude of the proud, and broken the sceptre of the nnrlghteons." 
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Note 16, p. 43. — The Fountain of Uie FairUs. 

"In tie Journal of Paris, in tha reigiia of Cliailea VI. and 
VU,, it ia assarted that the Maid of Orleans, in answer to an 
toteiTogatory of the doctors, wliether she liad ever assisted at 
the assembljea held at the Fonntan of the Fairies, naar Dom- 
prain, round whioh the eTil spirits dance, confessed tlmt she had 
often repaired to a .baantiful fountain in the coniifry of Lor- 
raine, which she named the good Fountain of the Faines of our 
Lord." — iVom the notes to the MiglUk uefBion of Li Graad't 
Fab&iiix. 



Note 17, p. 43. — They hee to Ih midrach upon ill teams. 

answered no, but that one of her godmothers protended to have 
seen souiB at tha Faiiy-troo, uear the viliage of Dompre." — 



Note 15, p. 44. — Memory, Ihou/Jhi, mere ijone. 

"In tWs reprasentation, whioh I made to piaca mysell near 
to Christ," says St. Terasa, "there would come suddenly upon 
me, without eiliier expectation or ony preparation on mr p»i% 
such an evident &ehng of the presence of Eiod as that I conid 
by no means doubt but that either ha was witliin me, or else I 
allingultfed in him. This whs not in the manner of a vision; 
hut I tliink ttie; call it mystJcal theology : and it suspenilB the 
Bonl in such sort, that she seems to be whoHy out of herself 
The will is In act of loving; the memory seems to be in a man- 
ner lost; the understanding, in my opinion, diacpursos not ; and, 
although it be not lost, yet it works not, as I was sayinft, but 
remains as it were amased to consider how much it under- 
stands." —Life of Su Tereaa, vniiten by herself. 

Teresa was well acqnaintad with the feelings of enthusiasm. 
I had, however, described tlie sensations of the Maid of Orleans 
before I had mat with Uie life of the samt. 



iiM=.i>, Google 



238 southey's poems. 

Note 19, p. 45. — Awilkegihill perish uAo ojjpreaa. 
" Eaiae up indignation, and pour out wraih, ciud let tl 
pBcish wlio oppress the people ! " — EccUiiBilicm, sssvi. 

Dote 20, p. 

The epithets ahrili and hoar>6 will not appear iTicongrnons 
to DUO who lias attofidsd to the grasshopper's chirp. Gwsns 
has oharaoteriied tha sound, by a, word certainly aceumte, in 
histalfiof a grssshopper who perched upon St. Francis's finger, 
Bud sung the praise of Odd and the wonders of his own body 
In his Ternacular ttiiiguc, St. Francis and all the grasshoppers 
^Lstening with ei^uaJ edification: — 



" 3ifuds an quuitsB dclgonC dgalte, 
Qiue mM rndipnnt ddgaudd ^tam." 
TheraHTgintd note says, ^^ Ciclgnre, vox cieadie val cigsilsa." 

St Prjuvoia laiored mnoU in the conversion of animals. In 
Qie fine series of pletui'ee represendug his life, lately piunted 
for ths new Frauciscan couTant at, Madrid, I raoollact seeing 
him preach to a oongr^ation of birds. Gaiseus lias a poem 
upon his instj'ucting a ewe. His advice to lier is somuwhat 



Uale SerihUe ttilis iustjir, proienifl." 
There is another upon hia onnverting two lambs, whose prayers 
were more acceptable to God, Mamt 1 says he, than your 
psohns. If the nun, who took care of them in his nljsence, was 
inolmed to lie a-bed, — 
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Nt>TE 'lly p. 47^ — ■ TJie msTtwry of hia prisoned years. 

" Tha Maid deolaced upon har trial, that God loTsd Ilia 

DultB of Orlaans, and tliat she had reoaiTod mora revelatioiia 

coiicepniiig liim than any paraon living, axoapt tlia Iting." — 

Orienns, during Lis long captivity, " had laarnad to court 
the fair ladies of England in their native stroina." Among tlie 
Harloian MSS. is a collaction of " love poems, ronndeh, and 
songs," composed by the Frenoh prinoa during his confioe- 



NoTKaa, p. 46.— The pnsoneri of thai slamefni dag outsummeil 
Thdi- iiM^aerOn. 
According to tfolinshad, tha English army consisted of only 
fiileen thousand men, harassed ivith a tedious march of a 
montli, in very bad weather, through an enemy^B country, and 
for the most p!u-t sick of a Sax. He states the namber of 
frenoh at aisty thonaand, of whom ten thousand were slain, 
and fifteen hundred of tba liigher order taken prisoners. Some 
hiatoriana make the disproportion in nambei^ still graatec. 
Goodwin says that among Iho slain thera wei-a one nrehljishop, 
Uiree dukes, sis earls, ninety barons, fifteen hundred knights, 
and aavan thousand ssquires or gentlemen. 

Note 23, p. +8. — From Ids hersed b<mrfften hotB lh& arroiBs Jlenf* 
This was the usual method of marshalling the bowmen. At 
Cresay " tha arohera atnod in manner of an herse, about two 
hundred in front and but forty in depth, which is undoubtedly 
the best way of embattalling archera, especially when the enemy 
is very numerotui, as at this time : for, by the breadth of the 
&ont, the extension of the enemies tWnt is matched; and, by 

cnOon, being more likely to reach home." — jBnmes. 

Tha victory at Polotiors Is chiefly attributed to the herse of 
archers. Afiar mentioning the conduct and courage of the Eng- 
lish leaders In that battle, Baraas says, " But all this courage 
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liadbeeii thrown awnytono purpose, had it not been seconded 
by the Bxtraordiniuy gaUontrj of the English archara, who be. 
haved tliemsolves that day with wonderfiil constancy, alacrity, 
and resolution ; so that by their means, in a manner, all the 
French battails received their first foil, being by the biirhed 
arrowa so gulled and tenified, tliat thay ware easily opened to 

" Withont all question, the guns which are used now^l-dayfl 
lire ueltiier so tefrible in battle, nor do such axacutjon, nor work 
auoh confumon, as arrows can do i for bullets, being not aean, 
only hurt when they hit; but arrows enrage the horse, nnd 
break the array, and terrify all that bahold them in tha bodies 
of then: neighbors. Not to say that every arnher can shoot 
thrioe to a gttnner's once, and that whole Ef[Uiuitons of liowa 

keteers can discharge at once. Also, that, whereas gaiit are 
useless whan yoar pikes join, because tiiay only do asecution 
point-blault, the arrows, which wiE kill at rajidom, may do 
good service even behind your men of arms. And it is noto- 
rious, that, at the ^nious battle of Lepanto, the Turkish, bows 
did more mischief than the Ohristiim artillery. Besides, it is 
not the least oliserTable, that, whereas the weakest may use 
gnns as well as tlie strongest, in those days yoar lusty and tall 
yeomen were chosen for the bow ; whose hose being fiistened 
with one point, and their jackets long and easy to shoot in, 
they had thalr hmbs at fall hberty, so tliaC they might easily 
dravj bows of great strengtli, and shoot arrows of a yard long 
beside theliead." — Jvshau Saraei. 



NuTE 24, p. i9. -^ To ism on Si6 defencelesi prisonen 
T/ie cruel sward of coitqaBsL 
" Daring the heat of the combat, when the English had 
gauiefl the upper hand, and made several prisoners, news was 
brouglit to King Henry that the French were attaolting his 
rear, and liad already captured the greater part of his baggage 
and sumpter-horses. This was indeed true; for Eoblnet de 
BouruonviUe, RifBart de Clamasse, Ysambart d'Azinconrt, and 
some other man-at-arms, wltli about six hundred peasants, had 
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fallon upon and taken sreat ptirt of the king's baggage, and a 
immljev of horsea, while the guard wae occupied in the battle. 
This distressed th« king varj rauchj for he saw that, Ihongh 
the I'rencb aimy liad been routed, they wore oolleoting on 
different parts of the plain in largo bodies ; and he was afraid 
they woQld resume the battle: he therefore oaused instant 
proclamation to he made by sound of trumpet, that every one 
should pot his prisoDBrs to death, to prevent them ti-om aiding 
tiie enemy, should the combat bo renewed. Tl\is oaused an 
instantaneous and general massaore of the S'rench prisoners, 
oeeaaioned by the disgraceful conduct of Robinet de Bournon- 
viile, Yaambait d'Adnoourt, and the others, who were oilei^ 
wards punished for it, and imprisoned a very long time, by- 
Duke John of Burgundy, notwithstanding they had made a 
present to the Count de Charoiois of a most precious sword, 
ornamented with diamonds, tliat had belonged to the King of 
England. They had talien this swoivj, with other rich jeweia, 
from King Henry's baggage, and had inade this present^ that,, 
in case tlxey sliould at any time be called to an account for 
what they had done, the count might stand their ll'iend." — 
Momtrekl, vol. iv. p. 180. 

When the King of England had, on this daturday, begun liis 
march towards Calais, many of the French retiffned to the 
field of battle, where the bodies had been turned over more 
than once, soma to seek toi their lords, and oorry them to their 
a«-n conntries for bariid, others to pillage what the English 
had left. King Henry's army had only taken gold,, silver, rich 
dresses, helmets, and what was of value ; for which reason, the 
greater part of the armor was untouched, and on the dead 
bodies ; but it did not long remain thus, for it was very soon 
stripped off; and even the shirts, and all oUier parts of theh 
dress, were carried away by the peasants of the adjoining 
villages. 

The bodies were left exposed as naked as when they came 
into the world. On fJie Saturday, Sunday, Monday, Tuesday,, 
and Wednesday, the corpses of many princes were well washed 
and raised, — namely, the Dnkes of Brabant, Bar, and Alen^on f. 
the Counts de Nevers, de Blaumont, de Vandemont, de Paul- 
quembei^e ; the Lord de DnmpieiYe i AdmimI Sir Charles. 
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gnef, moie aapaoially for the deatli of hia two uncles, the 
Duke of Brabant and Count 4s NeTera. Moved by compassinn, 
lie oaueod all that had remained exposed on the field of battle 
to be interred, and commiBsioned the Abbot de Ronsainnville 
and the Bailiff of Aire to hare it done. Thsy meaanred out a 
sq^uare of twenty-five yards, wharein were dug thcaa tranches 
twalve faet wide, in wliioh were buried, by an account icept, 
five thousand eight hundred men. It was not known how 
many had been carried away by their friends, nor what num- 
ber of the wounded had died in hospitals, towne, villages, and 
even in the adjacent woodsi but, as I have before aaid, it must 
have been very great. 

This square was oonsoorated as n burying-ground by tlis 
Bishop of Guines, at the ooramand, and as procurator, of Louis 
de Luxembourg, Bishop of Tlieronniie. It was suiToniided 
by a strong hedge of thorns, to prevent wolves or doga from 
entering it, and tearing up and devouring the bodies. 

In oousequenoe of this sad event, some learned clerli of the 
realm made the fiiiiowing verses ; — 



bj- dolor, 




saee opprewed, 


we who I 


-ales bj B 


rbilnrj 


«1U, 










nctlprej, 


laiced am 


iparUul 


. sUll,' 


.bjprodig^itj.l.r 


ougbtlo 


■". 


the land 


>vUhbegsftra,w« 


Qwetrt 
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" Ab, ftablfl WM, nhoae impotent commiinds 
The very Yaesale boldly daje deapiao! 
Ah, helpless monan^h, whwe eoetrite hmfls 

All nnyering eonnsels tore no high emptize ! 
Thj hbpleflfl T&lyB will cause our teflis to flow^ 
And fill tha load ffith begg]urj«, well we trow." 

JuiMa's MimslreUi, lol. iy, p. 196. 

Aooording to Pierre de Fenin, the English did not bnry 
flieir own dead; but their loss was bo Bmall that tills ia very 
TmlUtely. Hs says, " Aprfes cette doulooreuse joorn^, et qna 
toales lea deux paitiss se fui-ant letjr^es, Lmiys de Luxem- 
boui^, qui estoit "Evesque de Terottoiie, fit Sure en la place 
oh In butniUe jLvoit est^ donn^e plualeurs chfurders, od il Si 
assembler toos les morts d'ua cwste et d'nutraj et lit les fit 
enterrer, puis il bgnit la plane, et la dt eudore de fortes hayes 
tout autour, pour la gitraudr du bestinl." 

After the battle of Agluconrt, Henry lodged at Maisoiicelle ; 
" le leademain an malJn il an dealogea, et alia passer tout au 
milieu de3 morta qui avoient estii Inoz en ee oonibal; lit il 
s'lirreata grand espoce de tempSj ct tirSrent aea gens encor des 
prisonuieM hors du norabre des morbs, qa'ils ammenfirant »Tec 
BUS." — (M. dea M^nUM-es, t. v. p, 331. 



Note 25, p. 60. — Fro-a tht A'snairoua plaiii of A^acowi. 

Perhaps one oonaequanoa of the victory at Aglnooiirt ia not 
ganaraliy known. Immediately on hia return, Henry sent his 
legates to the council of Constanoe. " At this ooaiioell, by 
the aasont of all nations there present, it was authorized and 
ordained that England ahonld obtaine the name of a nation, 
and shonld be aaid one of the five nations that owe tlieir 
davotion to the Church of EomC! which thing, untlli that time, 
men of other nations, for envy, bad delayed and letted." — 
Stoiue, SbiJuihi. 



Note 26, p. 50. — Henrs, as wise as brave, hnd back to Dagland. 
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inoonsidepable : but, bj grauting them aoxae respite, lie gave 
tliem opportnolty to destroy one anotlier. Therefore, contmry 
to eTSry one's expectation, ha laid aside bis military affairs 
for near eighteen moiitlis, siid betook himself entirely to ne- 
gotiation, which afforded him tlie prospect of less doubtfnl 
advsivtages." — Rapin. 

SoTE 27, p. 61. — Jin-manj were Ste warlike sobs of Roan. 

" Yet, although the armie was strong without, there looked 
Dot within both hardie captains and manAill soldiers ; and aa 
for people, they had more than im>ugh : for, us it is written by 
BoniQ tliat had good cause to know the troth, and no oscasion 

tha siege, two hundred and ton thousand persons. Dailie wei'e 
issues made cnt of the citje at diverse gates, sometime to ths 
losae of tlie one partie, and soraejimes of the other, as chances 
of warra in such adventures happen." — Sulin^ed, 566. 



Note 25, p. 61. — Sad made !Aem mai bc/oi'i Alntij/hty God, 

" The Frenchmen, indeed, preffecring fiime before woridlie 

riches, and despising pleasure {the enemy to warlike prowassa), 

thay might either hold sword in liand or speare in rest." — 
JIbimsheil, 566. 

Note 29, p. 62. — Had made a league wilk Famme. 
" The King of England, advertised of their hautie courages, 

tamed by weapon ; wherefore lie stopped all the passages, both 
by water and land, that no vlttels could be conveied to the 
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that were abroEid to enter in, withoat his license. Tlie kinj 
coosiiie gennniie and ulie (tlie King of Portag.ile] sent a gre 
nnyie of wall-appointed sliips unto tlie mouth of the river i 
Seine, to stop that no French vessel should enter the river, ai 
paaae up the same, to the aid of them within Eouan. 

" Thus was the Biiro citle of Roueu oompaased about wi 
enomios, both by water and Isind, hiiving neither comfort a 
aid of liing, dolpliin, or duke." — MMaihiil, 666. 



Note SO, p. 62. -'Bei/iemle ct 
" After he had prosecuted the siege of this place for some 
time, tiiB Cardinal Urslno repaii'ed to his camp, and endeavored 
to persuade him to moderate his forms, and agree to an equi- 
table paace; but the king's I'eply plainly evinced his deter- 
mination of availing himself of tJie present situation of public 
affaire. ' Do you not see,' said he, ' that God haa bTOOght rae 
hither, as it were by the hand? The throne of Fr.mce may 
be said to be vnoant; I have a good title to that erown; the 
whole Itingdom is involved in the utmost disorder and oonfu- 
sionj few are willing, and still fewei- ore able, to resist me. 
Can I have a more convincing proof of the interposition of 
Heaven in ray favor, and that tlie Supreme Knler of all things 
has decreed that I should ascend the throne of Fmnce?'" — 
aUt. of Ertglaad, by Uagk Clarendon. 

Note 31, p. 52. — Q/vld we behoil (heir m-mge Irish kerm. 

" With the English, sixteen hundred Irish kemea ivete 
enrolled from the Prior of Kilmalniiam; able men, but almost 
naked. Their arras were targets, darts, and swcrdsj their 
holies little, and bare no saddle, yet nevertheless nimble ; on 
which, upon every advantage, thay plaied with the French, in 
spoihng the country, riffling the houses, and carrying away 
childran with their baggage upon their oowes backs." — S^ed, 
p. 636. 

" The Ifing of England iiad in his army numbers of Irish, 
the greater part of whom were on foot, having only a stocking 
.and shoe on one leg and foot, with tb.0 otlier quite naked. 
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Thoj had tui^BtB, short jnvelins, and a strange sort of kniTBs. 
Those who ivsra on horseback had no saddles, but rode escel- 
lentlj well oa small mountain-horseB, and wei'e mounted on 
such, panniers as are used by the ooiriera of corn hi parts of 
FraQOB. They were, howBvei', misemblj accoutred in compa- 
rison with the EngUsh, and without any arms that could much 
hart the French wheneTer tiioy might meet them. 

" These Irish made ftequent excursions, during the siege, 
over Noi-mandy, and did infinite mischiefs, carrying back to 
their camp large booties. Those on foot took men, and even 
children fi-om tho cradle, with beds and furniture, and, placing 
them on cows, drove all these things before tliem; for they 
Tfere often mat thus by the French." — Monstrdei, v. p. 42, 

HoTH SZ, p. 6a. — Ramans half-cloOied, iajf-ftumnn, balf-bo^Hzed. 

" In soma comers of Connaught, the people leave the right 
annes of their infants male unchristened [as they terme it), to 
tlje end that at any tima afterwards they might give a more 
deadly and uograoious blow when they strlkej which things 
doe not only show how palpably they are carried away by tra- 
ditjoue obscurities, but doe also ultimate how full their hearts 
bfl of invetef ate revebge." 

The book from which this estract is taken wants the title. 
The title of the second part is, " A Prospect of the most famous 
Parte of tha Worid. Printed for William Hmnbie, in Pope's 
Head Plaoe, 16*8." 



Note 33, p. 63 0/ Hirjlear'! loreiclied peojile driven oat. 

" Some, writing of this yeelding up of Hmfleur, doc in like 
BOrt maka mention of the disliesse whereto the people, then 
expelled out of their habitatjons, were driven; insomuch as 
parents with their oliildren, young maids, and old folke went 
out of the towne gates with heavle harts {Giod wot), as put to 
their present shifts to seek them a new abode." — Hilmaked, 
660. 
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at without good ground I 



There is a way of telling truth so us to convey falsehood. 
After the daptore of Hai-flenr, Stowe sajB, " All the soldiers 
End inhabitanta, both of the towne and towers, jnere suffered io 
goe fredg, wihitnaed, vSti&sr ihey leould," — 318. Henry's 
conduct was the same at Caen : he " oommanded all womBu 
Bud ohildi'en to bee avoyded out of the towne, and so Uie 
towne was inliabited of new possessors." — Siowe. 



■E 81, p. 63. — Knelt at the altur. 



Note 36, p. 63. — 7n cdd bhod slanghiersd. 
" Henry, not satisfied with the raductioo of Caen, put sereral 
of the inliabitnnts to death wlio had signalized their valor in 
the defeuoe of their liberty." — H. Clarenioii. 

KoTE 36, p. 61. — fle groaned as^d nrraed in Uttemat of J^eorL 
Aft«v the capture of Uie city, " Lnea Italloo, the vleap-geue- 
rall of the arohbishnprike of Bouen, for denouncing the king 
accursed, was delivered lo him, and detained in prison till lie 
died." — BbiinsSerf.' JJios ifciiw. 

Note S7, p. 54. — Dnw bmik die misei-nile mnlKtude, 
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es, beiiten aud driven back ngUiiu to tha same galas, tf 
fonnd closed uud shut nj^nst them; und so tliey Inie 
the Wills of the citie and the trenches of the enemies, still 

of tliem dailio died." — JJulinshed. 



Note 38, p. 66. — Ami Wicn vie lent Hic hei-ald lo imphre 

His merey. 
" At this period, a priest, of a tolerablB i^e and of clear un- 
derstanding, was deputed, by those Itesieged in Bonen, to tlis 
Khig of France and his council. On his arrival at Paris, ho 
caused to be explained, hy an Angnstdn doctor named Eustace 
de la Paville, in presence of tJie kmg aud his miuistei-s, the 
misei'able situation of the besieged. He toolt tbi' his te>:t, 
' Bomine, quid faciettaa f * aud harangLied upon it very ably 
and eloquently. Whan ha luid fi^isliad, tha priest addressad 
tlie king, saying, ' Most ascallent prince and lord, I am en- 
joined by the inhabitants of Bouen to mak^ loud complaints 
against you, and agiunst yon Duke of Burgundy, who govern 
the king, ibr the oppressions they suffer from the English. 
They make knomi to you by me, that If, from want of being 

King of England, you will not have in all the world mora bitter 
enemies; and, if thoy can, they will destroy you and your 
whole congregation.' With Uiese or with similar words did 
tJiis priest address the king and hia cnuncil. After he had 

had pTOmisad to proyide succora for the town of Rouen as 
speedily as possible, he returned the best way he oould to carry 
this news to the besieged." — ifoiiatrdet, vol. v. p. B4. 

One of the deputed oitiiiens, " showing himself more rash 

wherein the glorie of viotorie consisted ; advising the king not 
to show hla manhood hi famishing a multitxule of poore, simple, 
aud iimocent people, but rather suffer such misembla wretches 
as laie batwlxt the walls of the oltie and the trenches of his 
siege to passe through tlie camp, that theia might get their 
living in other places ; than, if he durst maufnllie assault the 
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place, and by force subdue it, lie should win both woi-ldlio 
faniB, and marit great meed from the hands of Almightie God, 
for huviiig eompBaaiou of the pooro, naedie, and indigent 
people. Whan this orator had said, the Imig, witli a fiarca 
countenance and bold spirit, reproved them for tlieir malapert 
presumption, in that they shonld seeme to go about to teach 
him what belonged to the dutie of e, conqueror; and therefore, 
elnee it appeared tliat the Bams waa nnknown to them, he 
deohired tliat the goddesse of battel), called Ballona, had three 
handmaidauE, ever of neceBsitle attending upon her, ea Blood, 
Fire, and Famiae ; and whereue it hue io his choice to nsa 
them all tiiree, he had appointed onelie the meekest maid of 
tliose three damsels to punish them of that citie ijll they were 
brought to reoaon. This answer put the French ambassador 
in ft great sf udie, musing much at his exceilent wit and hawti- 

" While tlj.e ootut resided at BeauTais, four gentlemen and 
four citiaBus of Honen were sent to hiy before the Idng nnd 
council theur mlser^Ie state : they told them that thousands 
of persons were already dead Willi hunger within their town; 
and that, from the begmnmg of October, they had been forced 
to live on horses, dogs, cats, mice, and rats, and other things 
unfit for Immim creaturos. They had nCTertlieless driven ftill 
twelve thousand poor people, men, women, and children, out 
of the place, tlie greater part of whom had perished wretch- 
edly in tlve ditches of the town; tliat it had been frequently 
nece5s;iry to draw up in baskets new-born children &om mo- 
thers who had been brought to bed in these ditches, to have 
them baptized, and they were afterwards returned to their 
mothers; many, however, hod perished without christening; — 
all which tilings ware grievous and pitiful to be related. They 
then added, ' To you our lord and king, and to you noble Dnke 
of Burgundy, the loyal inhabitants of Eouen have before made 
known Hiek distress i they now again inform you how muoli . 
they are suffering for you, to which you have not yet provided 
any remedy according to yonr promises. We are sent to you, 
for the last time, to onnounce to you, on the part of the be- 
sieged, that, if within a few days they are not reheved, they 
shall surrender themselves and their town to the English kinft 
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and aienoeforwni-a rBDOiinoa nil alla^aacB, faiih, and ssi-vioB, 
which they have sworn Do you,' The king, duke, aud council 
courteously replied, that the Idng's Ibrces were not as yet 
adaciuiitB to ruJBB the aiaga, which thay were escaedingly eoiry 
for; but, with God's plensure, they should very soon be reiiayed. 
The deputies asked by what time : the duke answered, befora 
the fourtU day after Christmas. Tliey then returned to their 
town with dlfflculty, from the great danger of being taken by 
the be 'e„a -», and related all that had passed. 

The leeieged now suffered the greatest distressi and it is 
uaposs bis to recount tlie miseries of the common people frgm 
fan e twasaftarwardsknoiYn that up wards of fifty thousand 
had pp shed of htmger. Some, when they saw meat earned 
Uin. tgli t e street, in despah ran to saiae it^ and, bo doing, 
allowed themselves to be severely beaten, and even wounded. 
Dm □{■ he space of three months, no provisions were seen iu 
tha markets, bat every thing was sold secretly; and what before 
the s ege was worth a farthing was sold ibr twenty, tbirty, or 
even fo tv but those pnoes were too high for the common 
peup e ind henca the gi-eat mortality I have mentioned." — 
Mmtrekt, vol. v. p. 81. 

Note 39, p. 65. — Aery offi-emyiiig ongtmh. 

T nam Edwards and Henrys are usually cited 

ire h b di. gracing the Black Prince and his father 

m h m wi h Hanry of Monmouth. He iras a hard- 

h ai d n V ve seen what was his conduct to the 

urred a h Calais; and the difference between tha 

m rclia b better exerapllfled than in the ditferenoe 

th ir d p the same occasion. " When Sir John 

d T im p that King Kdward intended to he long 

tb h b d the town of as many nseless mouths 

asii ud d naWednesday, being the 13th of Septem- 
ber, ha forced out of the town more than seventeen hundred 
of the poorest and least necessary paople, old men, woman and 
children, and sliut the gates upon themj who, being demandei 
whareibre tliey name out of tiie town, answered with great 
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lomeDta^ion, that it was hecBMsa they had nothing to livs on. 
Then King Edwnrd, who was so fieroe in Irnttie, showed a traly 
royal diepositiou bj coneldeilng tiie sad coudition. of these 
forlorn wretches \ foe he not only would not force theni back 
again into the town, wherehy they might help to consnmB the 
Tiotunls, but he gure them all a dinner and twopence npieue, 
aud lenTB tfl pass thiongh the aimy ivithont tie least moles- 
tation ; whe™by he so wrought upon tJie hearts of these poor 
creatures, that many of tiiem prayed to God for his pixsperity." 
— Josfaio Barnes. 



loan was betrayed by its Bui^ndion governoi', Boutliehiei'. 
ing the siege, fitly thousand men perished through fu^gue, 
.t, and tbe use of unwholesome provisions. 



Note 4X, p. 55. — The gaUaat Blaachard tSetl. 



KoTE i2, p. 56. — r/iei's uAere Hie vikled cease. 
" There the wicked cease froia troubling, End the wei 
rest." — .W, iii. 17. 



Note 43, p. 56. — .^^Mfflywua sliade. 
Btalolent en plein jour de pompsui*s ttnibros 



" When all things necessary were prepared for the conreyimce 
of the dead king into England, his body was laid in a chariot, 
which was drawn by ftiur great horses; and, above the dead 
corpse, Uiey laid a figure made of boiled hides, or leather, repre- 
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Benting his person, as near to the seoiblttiioa of Mm as could . 
be deviseil, painted cnriouaiy to the similitude of a living crea- 
ture ; upon whose head was set an hnpcrial diademe of goid 
and precious stones, ou his body a purple robe furred with 
ermine, and in his right hand he held a sceptre royal, and !n 
his left hand a ball of gold, with a cross fised thereon. And 
in this manner adorned was this figure laid in a bed in the 
said chariot, with his visage uncovered towards the heaven ■ 
and the coverture of his bad was red silL bente w th g Id 
and bCBides that^ wheu the body BhoulJ p th gl y 
good toivne, a canopy of marvellous gi t al wts b 
over the chariot by men of great worship In tl ai 
aooompaniad of the King of Soots, and f all p m 1 rd 
andfcnlghtsof hishoussjlie wasbronghtl mE t Ab U 

where the corpse was set !n the Chu U f & int tJlf 
From Ah^le he was brought to Hedin d f m U t 

Monstruall, BOtoBuUoIgne.niidsotoCaJi I Hthi j mi y 
were many men about the chariot cloth I II m wh te wh h 
bare in their hands torches burning; afte h m f 11 w d all 
the household servants in blaoke; and afier them came the 
princes, lords, and estates of the king's blood, adorned in ves- 
tures of mouroiug; and after all this, &om the said corpse the 
distance of two English myles, followed the Queene of England 
right hononrably accorapanyed. In this th y nt 1 

Cfthee." — Stone. 

" At about a league distant followed tli q w U 
meroDS attendance. From Calds tiiey b k 1 1 D , 
and, passing through Canterbnry and R best d t 

London on Martinmas Dny. 

"When the funeral approached Lonl n fiftc n 1 h ps 
dressed mpaitlijiaiSbm, several mitred abb t ai d h rchm , 
with a multitude of persons of iill ranks, came ont to meet il. 
The olmrchmen chanted the serrtoe for the dead as it passed 
over London Bridge, through Lombard Street, to St. Panl's 
Cathedral. Near the cai' were the relations of the late king, 
utteruig loud lamentations. On the collar of the flret horse 
that drew the oar were emblazoned the ancient arms of Eng- 
landi on that of tl\e second, the arms of France and England 
quaileied, the same aa he bore during his lifetime; on that of 
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ths third, the arms of France simply; on Hint of the fourth 
horse were painted the arms of the noble Khig Arthur, whom 
no one could conquer, — they ware three crowns or, on a shield 

" When the funeral service had been royally perfonned in 
the CRthedmi, the body was eonied to bo intsrrail at Westmin- 
ster Abbsy with his onocstora. At his fUnerel, and in regard 

made than liad heen done for two hnudred years at the intar- 
ment of any fclng of England; and, eren now, as luuoh lionor 
and reyersnee is daily paid to his tomb, aa if it were certain 
he was a samt in paradise. 

" Thns ended the lifa of King Henry in the flowar of his 
age ; for, when he died, he was but forty yeara old. He was 
very wise and able in every business he undertook, and of a 
determined oharaoter. During tlie seven oc eight years he 
rulad in Franca, ha mada greatsr conquests than any of Ills 
predecessors hnd done : it is true, lie was so feared by Ins princes 
and captains, tliat nona darad ta disobey Ms orders, however 
nearly related to him, more especially his English snbjeots. In 
this state of obedience were his subjects of Franca and En(^and 
in general; and the principal canse was, that, if any person 
transgressed his ordinances, he had him instantly punished 
without favor or mercy." — Mmsij-deS, voL v. p. 876. 

"A noble knight of Picardy used a joting expression to his 
herald respecting King Henry, which was afterwards often 
repeated. SirSarrasin d'Arly, uncle tothaVidflme of Amiens, 
who might be about sixty years of age, resided in the Castle 
of Achare, which he had had with Ms wife, Mster to tiie Lord 
d'Offeroent, near to Pas in Artois. He was laid up with the 
gont, but very eager in his inqairies after news of what was 
going on. One day, his pursuivant, named Haurenas, of tha 
same age as himself, and who had long served him, returned 
from making the tisual inquiries ; and, on Sir Sarrasin quas- 
tjoning him and asking him if he had heard any partdcnlais of 
the death of the King of England, he said that he had, and 
had even seen his corpse at Abbeville, in the Church of St. 
Ulfi."^]; and then related how ha ivas attired, nearly as hna 
been before described. The knight then asked him on lus 
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&ith if lie had diligently abaeryad hiio. On his unsivering 
that lie hud, ' Now, on thy onth, tell me,' added Sir Sarraain, 
'if hs had his boots on.' 'No, my lord, by my fnith, ha had 
not.' The knight Chen cried out, ' Hanrenas, my good friend 1 
never believe me if ha has not left them iu Ftanoe.' This 
espreasion sot the company H-laughhigi and then they talked 
of other matters." — M»M(rrfe(, vol. V. p. 3!T. 

Note 45, p. 67. — Their dongerom loay. 
The Governor of Vauoonlenr appoiiitad deux gesiUiIiommu 
to conduct the Maid to Chinon. " lis eurent peine !i se charger 
de oette commission, & canse qu'il falloit passer an travers du 
pays ennamij mais elle lour dit aveo ftnnetfi qu'ils lie ornig- 
nissent rien, et que s&remcnt em et elle airlTeroient aupris 
dn roi, sans qn'il leur arriv&t rien de Rtohsui. 

" lis partirent, pnas^rent par 1' Auxerrois aans obstacle qnoiqne 
lea Angiois en fiissent les maltrea, traveraSrent plosieni's riviirea 
h la nnge, enMrent dans les pays de la domination dn roi, oli 
lea parties ennemles conroient de tons cSt^ snna en renconti'er 
aucune : arrivScent henreusement b Chinon oh le roi Stoit, eC 
Ini donn^rent avis de lenr arriv^e et dn snjet qni lea amenoit. 
Tout 1b monde fnt exti-gmement snrpi'ia d'un si long voyage 
fait avee tant de bonheur." — P. Dn-meL 



KoTE 48, p. 57. — llie auiamniil rains had bealert ia Sit tatSt. 
" Nil Gallia pertnrbatiiiB, nil apoliatius, nil egenSus easet ; 
sed nequB culn mihte melius agebatur, qui tametsi gaudehat 
prmda, inteiim tamen truoidebatur paaaim, dum uterque rex 
oiTitafea bu» factioms pnncipea in flde retjnere studeret. Igitnr 
jam ceedmm satietas utrumque popnlum ceperat, jamque tot 
danina utriilque illata erant, ut quisqae generaUm ae oppressum, 
laceratnm, perditum Ingemlsoeret, daloreque aummo angeretur, 
dismmperetur, oruciaretur, ac per id animi quamvis obstinn- 
■lii^iirai ad pacem inolmai'entur. Simiil nrgebat ad hoc rarura 
omnium Imipla, piasim enim agri devastatj incnlti manebant, 
cum pi ^sertim homines pro vitil tneiidS, non arva colere sed 
bello servu^ neoesaano oogerentur. Itii tiit urgentibua m^ia, 
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naiitar h p:ice nbhorrebnt, sad alter ab altero earn ant petere, 
vel admittsre turpo putabat.^*- — Polt/dore VirgiL 

Tlie etFect of this ooatest upon Eogland was Bcsroely less 
rainons. " lu the last yetir of the viotorloua Henry V., there 
waa not a BnfBciant number of gentlemen left in England to 
oarry on the businees of civil govarnniont. 

" But, if the viotorlea of Henry were so falnl to the popnla- 
Uon of his country, the defeats and disasters of the siicoeeding 

gwre llraradtit Inth twanty-fifth yenr of 

thi uar th m tru t g to 1 C diiinl of Winchester, 
and t1 pi pot t ar pp i t d t treat oboat a peace, 

th rl tl m t repres t to thos f Franco ' that thera 
haaJi b m m layn in thes wars for the title and 
hum f th ro f F f oo nacion and other, 

tiiai bee tfhidy blhld dso much Christiene 
blod 1 ed, tl t t t g t ro 1 wi orrouv to think or 

hare it.' " — Heia-g: SyaKr's Fadera._ 

Note 4T, p. 68. — FasUfe's betler fate pi-Bumled. 
Dunoia iras wounded in the battle of Herrings, or Romrai 
St. Denj's. 

Note 48, p. 6fl. — To die for him wioni 1 hmie Sred (o sei-ae. 
" Tannegny da Cliitel had sayed tlie life of Charles when 

notfid for ftrooity even in that age, was admitted at midnight 
into the city with aight hundred horse. The partisans of 
Burgundy wove under arms to assist tliem, and a dreadful 
shraghter of the Avuiagnaes ensued. Du Chatel, then Go- 
vernor of the Bastiilo, being unable to restrain the tumult, ran 
to tha Louvre, and oarried away the dauphin in his shirt, in 
order to aeoaro him uv his fortress." — Rapm. 

Note +B, p. 6fl. — Jh reaeh the o'erkanging fndL 
" HIgli fetors like Hi fls-traea are 
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NoTK fiO, p. 59. — A bimisked lann, Banois. 
De Serres says, "The kingwna HondarfuUy diseBntBnfed for 
ths depuL'Cnre of Tauneguy lie Chattel, whom he culled father; 
a lUiui beloved, irnd of luiiiatila condidona. But there was no 
remedy. He had given the chief stroke to John Burgoiigiie. 
So liitawiBs he protested, wiHiont nny difficulty, to retire lilm- 
eelf whitliersoevev his mnster should oommimd him." 



Sends iht black carcau of liii straagUd foe. 
Richemont caused De Sine to be Etraugled in his bed, nad 

eioned him to be defeated by an inferior foree eX Avranolies. 
Tiie GonstublB hod liud siege to St. James de Beuvron, a place 
atroogly goirisoned by the Eagliali. He had been pTOioisod a 
convoy of money, wliloh De Giiic, who had the management 
ot the treasary, pnrpoaaly detained to niortify the oonstable. 
RiEhemont openly accused the treasurer, and revenged him- 
self thus violently. Aftar this, he boldly deohired fh.it ho 
would BervB in the same mannei' any person wluitsoeTet that 
ahonld endeavor to engross the king's favor. The Camus of 
Beanhen accepted De Giac's place, and was, by the constnble^s 
means, Hsanssinated in the king's presence. 

NoTH 62, p. 68. — Whose death ,mj arm aeeaged, 

" The Duke of Orleans was, on a Wedn8Bd.iy, the feast-day 

of Pope St. Clement, assassinated iu Paris, about seven o'clock 

committed by about eighteen men, who bad lodged at an hotel 
having for aigfi tlie image of our I^ady, near the Poite Bar- 
bette, and who, it was aflerwai'ds discoyored, had for several 
days intended this assassination. 

" On, the Wednesday before mentioned, they sent one named 
SooB de ConrteheuzB, valet-de-cliambre to the king, and one 
of their aooomplioes, to the Dnke of Orleans, who had gone lo 
visit the Queen of France at an hotel which she had lately 
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purohaaed from Montagu, grand mastar of the king's house- 
hold, situated very near the Porta Burbetta. She had lain in 
there of a oiiild, which had died shortly after its bU'lh, and 
had not then accomplished the days of her pnrilioatioii. 

" Seas, on his seeing the duke, said, by wB,y of deceiving 
him, ' My lord, the Jting sends for you, and you mvist instantiy 
hasten to him ; for he has business of great importance Co yon 
and him, which he mvist oomraunioale to you.' The duke, on 
hearing ttus message, was eager to obey the king's orders, 
although tlie monarch kaew nothing of the matter, and imme- 
diately mounted his mule, attended by two esquires on one 
horse, and four or five valets on foot, who followed behind, 
bearing torches; but his other attendants made no haste to 
follow iiim. He iiad made this visit in a private manner, not- 
withstanding at this time be had, within the city of Paris, 
six hundred luiights and esquires of his reUniie, and at his 
expense. 

" On his arrival at the Porte Barbette, the eighteen men, all 
well and secretly armed, were waiting for him, and were lying 
In ambush under shelferof a penthouse. The night was pretty 
dark i and, as they sallied out against him, one cried out, ' Put 
him to dmth!' and gave him such a blow on the wrbt with 
his batUe-axe as severed it from his arm. 

" The duke, astonished at this attack, cried out, ' I am the 
Duke of Oileans ! ' when the assassins, contiimtng their blows, 
answered, ' You are the person we were looking for.' So 
many m^ed on him tliat he was struck olF his mule, and his 
skull was split that his brains were dashed on the pavement. 
They turned lilm over and over, and maaaaorad him that he 
was vary soon completely dead. A young esquire, a German 
by bu^ who had been his page, was mni^lered with him: 
seeing his master struck to the ground, he threw himself on 
his body to protect him, but in vain ; and he suffered for his 
generous courage. The horse which carried the two esquhea 
that preceded the duke, seeing so many armed men advance, 
began to snort, and, when he passed them, set out on a gallop,, 
so that it was some time before he conld be checked. 

" Whan the esquires had stopped their horse, thay saw theh 
lord's male following them full gallop. Having oauglit him, 
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they fancied the duke must Iiava faJlan, and were bringing it 
bscfc by the bridlo j bnl, on tlieir onivnl where their loi'd lay, 
they were menaced by the asBasBlnB, that, if they did not in- 
stantly depart, they sliould sliate hia fats. Seeing their lord 
had been thnB basBly murdered, they hastened to the hotel of 
the queen, crying oat, ' Murder ! ' Those who had Itiiled the 
duke, in their tnm bawled out, ' Fire 1 ' and they had arranged 
their plan, that, while some were aaeassinating the duke, others 
were to eat fire to their lodgings. Soma mounted on horse- 
back; and the i-est, on fbot, made off as they could, throwing 
behuid them broken glass and sharp points of Irtm, to prevent 
their being pursued. 

" Report Sidd that many of them went the back way to the 
Hotel d'Artois, to their master the Duke of Burgundy, who had 
commanded them to do this deed, as he atlerwards publicly 
oonfassed, to inform him of the success of their murder; when, 
instantly afterward, they withdrew to places of safety. 

" The chief of these assassins, and the conductor of the 
business, was one called Bollet d'Auotonville, a Norman, whom 
the Duke of Orleans had a litde before deprived of his otfiee 
of commissioner of taxes, which the king had given to him 
at the request of the late Duke of Burgundy. From that tame, 
the said Rollet had been considering how he could revenge 
himself on the Duke of Orleans. His other accomplices were 
William Courteheuze and Seas Conrtehenae, before mentioned, 
firom the country of Quines, John de la Motte, ai7d others, to 
the amount of eigiiteen. 

" Within half an hour, the household of the Duke of Orleans, 
hearing of this hoirid mnrder, made loud complaints, and, with 
great crowds of nohlaa and others, hastened to the fatal spot, 
where they found him lying dead in the street His knights 
and esquires, and, In general, all hia dependants, made grievous 
lamentations, seeing him thus wounded and djsflgured. With 
many groans, they raised the body, and carried it to the hotel 
of the Lord de Rieux, Marshal of France, which woa hard by ; 
and, shortly afterward, the body was covered with a white 
pall, and conveyed most honorably to the Guiilemina, where 
it lay, as being the nearest church to where the murder bad 
been committed. 
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" Soon afterward, the King of Sicily, and many otliBr princes, 
knighis, and ea([uirea, having heard of this fool mnrder of tte 
only brother of tJie King of France, came witJi many taars to 
visit the hody. It wns put into a leaden coiSu; and Uie monks 
of the chnrch, with all the late dnke's hou^hold, watched it 
all night, saying pra<rer3 and singing psulms ovei- it. Od Ihe 
morrow, his servants fonnd the hand which bad been cut off, 
and eolleoled much of the brains that had been soaltered over 
Uie street, aii of which were enclosed In a leaden case, and 
placed by the cofSn. 

" The whole of the princes who were at Paris, except the 
king and his children, namely, the King of Sicily, the Dnkes 
of Betry, Burgundy, and Bourbon, the Marquis du Pont, the 
Counts de Ijevers, de Clermont, de VendSme, de St. Pol, de 
Damraartjn, the Constable of Fr^ioa, and several others, hav- 
ing assembled with a, large body of the clergy und nobles, 
and a multitude of the ciBaens of Paris, went in a hody 
to Uie Church of the Guillemins, Then the principal officers 
of the late duke's hotuehoid took the body, and bore it out of 
the church, with a great number of lightad torches omried 
by the esqnhes of tiie dafimc.t. On each side of the body 
were in due order, uttering groans and shedding tears, the 
King of Sicily, the Dukes of Beiry, Burgundy, Mid Bourbon, 
each holding a cornet of the pall, Aft«r the body, followed the 
otlier princes, the clei^ and barons, according to their ranks, 
recommending his soul to his Creator; and thus they pro- 
ceeded with it to the Church of the Celestjnes. When a most 
solemn service had been performed, the body was interred in 
a beautiful chapel he himself had fonnded and built. After 
the service, all the prmces, and others who had attended it, 
returned to their homes." — Moastrelet, vol. i. p. 192. 



" About four o'clock, on the twelfth day of June, the populace 
if Paris rose, to the amotint of about sixty thousand, fearing 
" e prisoners would ba set at liberty ; al- 



though the no« 
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to (he oonttaiy. They were armed mth old mallels, hatoliets, 
staves, and othar disorderly weapons, and pai^adad throngli the 
streets, shouting 'Long live the king and the Duke of Bor- 
gundyl' toward ths different prisons in Parlsj namely, the 
Palaoa, St. Ma^b^, St. Martin des Champs, the Chatelet, 
the Temple, and to other places wherein any prjsonera were 
confined. They forced open all tlieir doora, and killed Ohepler 
and Chepiere, with, the whole of the prisoners, to the amount 
of sixteen hundred or thereabouts, the prhioipal of whom 
were the Oonnt de Armagnao, Constable of Franca i Master 
Henry de Marie, chancalior to the king; tiie Bishops of Cou- 
tanoes, of Bayeux, of Evreni, of Senlia, of Salutes ; the Count 
de GrMid-Pre; Eaymonnet de la Guerre; the Abbot de St. 
Conille de Compiegne ; Sir Heotor da Chajtres ; Sir Enguerrand 
de Marooignet; Chariot Poupart, master of the king's ward- 
robe ( the members of the courts of justice and of the treasury ; 
and, in general, all they oould find. Among the number were 
several even of the Burgundian party, confined for debt. 

'' In this massacre, several women were killed, and left on 
the spot where they hfld been put to death. This cruel 
butchery lasted until ten o'clock in the morning of the follow- 
ing day. Those confined in the gi'and Chatelet, havmg arms, 
defended themselves valiantly, and slew many of tbe populace ; 
but on Ihe morrow, by means of fire and smoke, tliey were 
conquered; and the mob made many of them leap from the 
battlements of the towers, when they were received on the 
points of the spears of those in the streets, and cruelly man- 
gled. At this dreadful business were present the new Provost 
of Paris, Sir John de Luitembourg, the Lord de Fosseaus, 
the Lord de I'lsle-Adam, the Vidame of Amiens, the Lord 
de Chevreuse, the Lord de Chastellus, the Lord de Cohen, 
Su James de Haroourt, Su: Edmond de Lombers, the Lord 
d'Ausois, and others, to the amount of upward of a thousand 
combatants, armed and on iiorseback, ready to defend the 
murderers should there be any necessity. Many were shoolted 
and astonished at such cruel condnot; bnt Hiey dared not say 
any thing except ' Well, my boys 1' The bodies of the oon- 
Btable, ttie chancellor, and of Rayraonnet de la Guerre, were 
stripped naked, Med together with a cord, and dragged for three 
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days by Sis blackgnarda of Paris through the atreels i the body 
of the constable had the breadth of two fingers of Ms skin cnt 
off crosswise, like to a bend in heraldry, by way of derision; 
aad thay ware thue publicly exposed quite naked to tlie sight 
of all. On the fourth day, thay were dragged out of Paris on 
a hnrdla, and buried with the others in a ditoh oallad Lit 
Louviere. 

" Notwithstanding the great iords, after this, took much 
pains to pacify tha populace, and remonstrated with them 
that they ought to allow the king's justice to take its regular 
course against offenders, they would not desist, but want in 
great crowds to tha houses of such as had favored the Ar- 
magnacs, or of those whom they disliked, and killed them 
■without mercy, oaiTying away all they could find. In these 
times, it was enough if one man hated another at Paris, of 
whatever rank he might be, Burgundian or not, to say, ^ There 
goes an Armagnao I ' and he was instantly put to death without 
fiirther inquiry being made." — - MffftstrBiei, vol. v. p. 20. 

"To add to the tribulations of these times, liie Parisians 
again assembled in great nnmbers. as they had before done, 
and went to all the prisons in Paris, broke into them, and pat 
to death full three hundred prisoners, many of whom had 
been conlinad there since the last butchery. In the number 
of those murdered were Sir James de Mommor, and Sir Louis 
de Coraii, chamberlain to Uie king, with many nobles and 
churchmen. They then went to the lower court of Sie Bas- 
tille of St. Anthony, and demandad that six prisonerB, whom 
they named, shonld be given up to them, or thay would attai^ 
the place: in fact, they begun to pull down the wall of the 
gate, when the Duke of Burgundy, who lodged naar the bas- 
tille, vased to the heart at such proceedings, to avoid worse, 
ordered the prisoners to ba delivered to them, if any of Uieir 
leaders would pramise that they should ba oondnoted to the 
Chalalet Prison, and suffered to be punished according to their 
deserts by the king's court of ja^Kce. Upon this, they aJl 
departed; and, by way of glossing over their pi-omise, thay led 
the prisoners near to the Chatalet, wlien they put them to 
death, and stripped them naked. They then divided into 
several large companies, and paraded the streets of Paris, 
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entering the honsea of many wlio had heen ArmaKnaos, plnn- 
dering and muitlering all without mercy, lu like maimer us 
Ijefore, when tliey met any parson they disiilieil, he was slain 
instantly; and their principal leader was Cappeluche, the 
hafigman of the city of Paris, 

" The Duke of Burgundy, alarmed at these insmrections, 
sent for some of the chief citiEBns, with whom he remonstrated 
on the consequences these distnrbancaa might have. The citi- 
zens escused themselves from being any way concerned, and 
■gnad tliey wers mnch grieved to witness them. They added, 
tiiey were all of tlie lowest rank, and had thns risen to pillage 
the more wealthy; Bud they required the duke to provide a 
remedy by employing these men in his wars. It was then pro- 
claimed, in the names of the king and the Duke of Burgundy, 
under pain of death, that no person should tnmnltuonsly assem- 
ble, nor any more murders or pillage take place ; but that such 
as had of late risen in the insurrection should prepare tliem- 
selvas to march to the sieges of Montlehery and MaieouBsi, now 
held by tlie king's enemies. The commonalty made reply, 
that they would cheerfully do so, if they had proper captnins 
appoiated to lead them. 

" Within a few days, to avoid similar tumults in Paris, six 
tbonsand of the populace were sent to Moutleliery under the 
command of the Lord do Cohen, Sir Waiter de Ruppes, and Sir 
Waiter Raillart, with a certdn number of men at arms, and 
store of cannon and ammunition suDicieut fbr a siege. Tliese 
knights led them to Montleheiy, where they made a shaip 
attack on the dauphinois within the castle. 

"The Duke of Bni^ndy, alter their departure, arrested 
sevend of their accomplices, and the principal movers of the 
late insurrection, soma of whom he caused to be beheaded, 
others to be hanged or drowned in the Seine : even their leader 
Cappeluclie, the hangman, was beheaded in the market-place. 
When news of this was carried to the Parisians who had been 
sent to Moutleliery, they marched back to Paris to raise another 
rebellion; but the gates were closed sgainstthem, so that they 
were forced to return to the siege." — Monstrekt, vol. v. p. 47. 

To what is it owing that tbur centuries should have made so 
little dlfibrence in the ohoxaoter of the Parisians ? 
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7b distani Danphin^. 

" CliQrlas, in despair of ooliecting an array which should 
dare to apprOBoh tha enemy's intrenohments, not only gave 
the city of Orleans for lost, but began to enterlain a very dis- 
mal prospect with regard to the general state of his affairs. 
He saw that the country in which he had hitherto, with great 
diffieoity, sabsistad, wonid be liud entirely open to tha invasion 
of a powerM and vioWrious enemy ; and he already enfertainad 
thoughts of retiring with tha remains of his forces into Lnngue- 
doo and Dauphiny, and defending himself as long as possible 
in those remota provinces. But it was fiirtanate tor this good 
prince, that, as he lay under the dominion of the fair, the 
woiDsa whom be consulted had the spirit to support his sink- 
ing resolution in this desperate extremity. Mary of Anjou, his 
queen, a princess of great merit and prudence, vehemently 
opposed this measure, which she foresaw wonld discourage all 
his partisans, and serve as a genei-nl signal tbr deserUtig a 
prince who seemed tiiinself to despair of sucaaas. His mistress 
too, the fair Agnes Sorel, who lived in entire amity with tha 
queen, seconded all hec remonstranoes." — Nume. 



Note 65, p. 82. — Ob a J/aj mwrnag decked with fiawers. 

" Here, in this first race, you shall see our kings bnt once a 
year, the first day of May, in their ohariota deckt with flowres 
and gresne, and drawn by four oxen. Whoso hatU oooasion to 
treat with them, let him seeke them In tiiair cham!)Brs, amidst 
their delights. Let him lalke of any meters of state, he shall 
be sent to the Maira." — De Serres. 

Fuller calls this race " a chain of idle kings, well linked to- 
gether, who gave themselves over to pleasure privately, never 
coming abroad, but onelyon May Day they showed themselves 
to the people, riding in a oliariot, adorned with flowers, and 
drawn with oxen, — alow caUel, but good enoagh Jbr lo liay a 
Mffi/aflC." — Holy Warre. 
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Note 53, p. B3. — And these lung loeks will not disgrace thee then. 

" Long hivir was peculiar to the kings in the flret ages of the 
Frsnch monarchy. When Frailegonda h!ul muithered Clovis, 
and thrown him into the river, the fishermsn who found his 
body Imaw it by the long hair." — Meeeraii, 

At a ]at«r period, the cuatom seems to have become generaJ. 
Faaquier says, " Lore de mon jeutie oage nul u'eeioiC toadn, 
fora lea molnes. Adrlnt pai- mesadventure i^ne le Roy I^VaU' 
9oia promier de oe nom, ayant esl^ fortuitemant bleSB^ & la 
taat« d'un tizon, par le Oaplt^ne Lorges, Sieur de Montgou- 
mery, lea medecina furent d'advis do la tondra. Depnis 11 na 
porta plus longs cheveux, esttint le premier de nos roys, qui 
par uji ainistro anguro degenera de eeste vanarable aiiciannet^. 
Sur son exemple, lee princes premlereraeut, puis lea gentila- 
hummea, et finalement tons las subjects sa voulurent former, 
11 ne tut pas que les piestres ne se meissent de ceste partie. 
Sui la plus grande partie du regne de Francois Premier, et 
devaat, chacun portoit longue chevelnre, at bm-be raa, oft 
mamtenant chaeun est tondu, et porte longue barbe." 

NoteBTjP 63 — Thy jannghdtvrteioaveiloUievaiidi of heaven. 
" Le Viseomte do Narbonne y p^rit ausai, at porta la palne 
da aa t^Srlte, qui avoit H6 une de prineipalea causes de la 
perte da la battiulla. Le Due de Betfoit alant fait chercher eon 
corps, le Jit ficarteler et pendre a nn gibet, pai-ce qu'il pasaolt 
pour avoir fM oomplioe de la mort du Duo de Bonrgogne." — 
P.BcmieL 



Leagues vith imt Joes ; and RiikenupUj ^. 
Bichamont haa left an honorable name, though he tied a. 
prime mmistW up in a anck, and threw him into the rivar. 
For this he had a royal precedent in our King John. But Rjohe- 
nont did opanly what the mouaroh did in the dark ; and there 
is some dilfaroiice between a murderer and an executioner, 
a ToInni»ec. " II m^rita sa 
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gr9ce," says Daniel, " par les servioea qu'il rendit an loi 
.otinfre les Aiiglois, maJgi'^ oe prince mSrae. II fnt un de3 prin- 
olpaux aateurs de la r^forme de la milice Fmiifolse, qui pro- 
dniait la, tnmqniltit^ de la Fnince et les grands vlctoire» dant 
elle fust Buiyie. L'autoritS qu'il avoit par sa charge de con- 
notable, joints a, sa, fermetO natnrelle, lui donnn mojren de 
tenir la n\ain k Po1>3erTation des ordonnancea publi^eg par le 
roi pour la diaoipline militsii'e ; eties examplea de s^vfiritfi qu'il 
fit k est ^gard, Inl firent donner le sumom de jnsticier. Etant 
devenu Duo da Bretagne, quelques seigneurs de sii oonr Ini 
oonseillferentdesed^ettredeaa cliarge de conn^table, eomme 
d'une dignity qui ^toit an-dsaaous de lui. H ne la voulut pas, 
et il fuisoit porMr devaiit lui deux epees, Tune la pointe en 
haut, en quality de Due de Bretngne, et I'autre dans le fourreau 
le pointe en has, comme Coan^table de France. Son motiva 
pour conserver la charge de conn^table, OCoit, disoit-il, d'honorer 
dons Bsv vieillesse una ohaiga qui Tavoit hoiiord Jui-mfSme dana 
nn itge mouis aTunc^. On le pent compter au nombre dos 
plus grands cnpit^nas que la France alt eua h son service. 11 
avoit beuueoup de religion, il Stolt liberal, autnonier, bienfai- 
sant, et on ne peut guferea lui reprocher que la hantetir et la 
yiolance dont il nsa enyers les troia miniBtres." 



Note 59, p. 6B. — Well might the English ecog. 

Yet, in the preceding year 1438, the English women had 
ooncerned Hiemselves aomeivhiit cnrionsly in the affairs of 
their rulera. "There was one Miatria Stoliea, with divers others 
stout women of London, of good reckoning, well-apparellad, 
came openly to the upper parUament, and delivered letters to 
the Duke of Glooaster, and fo the archbiahopa, and to the other 
lords there present, oontauiing matter of rebuke and sharp re- 
prehension of the Doke of Gloeeater, because ha wonld not 
dalivar hia wife JaqueUne out of her grievous imprisonment, 
being then held prisoner by Bie Dnke of Burgundy, suffering 
her tberR to remain so unkindly, and for his public keeping by 
Mm another adQitreaae, contrary to tba law of God and the 
honourable estate of matrimony." — Stoae. 
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■E 60, p. 65. — She Jixed her eye <m Charki. 
mjLy gay with Scudaiy, — - 



"The matter," says Da Setres, "was found ridiculous both by 
tie king and his oounoBllj yat mnst thay mnke some triall. 
Ttia king takes upon lilm the habit of a counti-iman to ba di&- 
gnised r tliia maid, being bronght into the chamber, goes directly 
to the king in this attire, and salnfaa lilm jdlh so niedeat a coan- 
t&umfe, aiif Ae iad ieea bred tg/ m Koarl aU her l^e. They 
telling her that she was mistaken, she assured them it was the 
king, altiiough she had never seens him. She begins to deliver 
nnto him Uiia new charge, wMoh she sayea alia had raoeivetl 
tram the God of heaven, so as she turned the eyes and minds 
of all men upon her." 

Note 61, p. 66. — Crotnttthee, atuanted^g. 
The anointing was a ceremony of much poimoal and mys- 
tical ImportJijice. " King Henry III. of England, being desraras 
t« know what was wrought in s. king by his unction, consulted 
by letter about it with that great scholler of the age, Robert 
Groaaetest, Bishop of Lincoln, who answered iiim thus ! ' Quod 
autem in fine liters vastric nobis mandastJs, videlicet quod 
intimaremus quid unotionis saoramentum videatur adjieece 
Fegis dignltati, cum multi slut reges qui nnllatenns unotionis 
munera deeorentur, non est nostne modlciCatls complere hoc. 
Taman non ignoramiis quod regalia inunciio Mgnum est prero- 
gative Bnscaptionia septifbrmls doni Sacratissimi Pneumatie, 
quod Beptiformi munere tenetur res inunctus prsemineuUus 
Don unclJs re^bua omnas reglas et reglmlnis sui sotdones dlii- 
gere ; ut videlicet non oommunlter aed eminanter et heroicfe 
dono ITinont se primb, et deincepa, quantum in ipso eat, suo 
regnmini subjectos, ab omni coliibeat ilhoito ; dono Pielutk 
defendat, subveiiiatetsubveniri faoiat yidnie, pupillo, et gane- 
raliter omul oppresso ; dono Sdmlice leges justas ad cegnum 
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Justi regendiim ponit, ptwitiB obaervet et oh'ervan faoiat, 
erroraaa dBotmat, d)no Fn-tiluitm'' omnia legno iilverionfitt 
rapellat et pro solute rsipubliete mortem noii timeat Ad pite- 
diota autem prcecellenter agenda done Otntiii deoorstnr, qno 
artificialit^rstsoicutific^ordohi^us nrandi senslbllis edooetuc; 
deinde dono inleUeeUit, quo ccetus angelioi ordo dinosoitur. 
Tandem verb dono BnpieHliie, quo ad dilucidaia cognitjonem 
Dei perCingitnr, at nd exemplar ordinia mundi et ordiois niige- 
lioi aecundnm leges seternas in Eterna Dei raSone descriptas, 
qnibns regit Qniyeraitatem creatuKe, rempublioam sibi sabjeo- 
tam ordlnobiliter regat tiuidem et ipse. Adjicit Igltur reglie 
dignltati unotionis sieramentnm quod rex unctus prEB cffltaris 
in EDO genere debet, iit prstactnm' est, as septlforml Splrltns 
mnnere, in otnnibas suis regimlms aotibns, viiinmbns divinis Bt 
heroiois poUara.' 

" And some other haye ooneeiTed tiiis anoiaUng of such 
officaoy, that, as in bapSsme all former sinnes ore washt away, 
BO oho by this unotion, as we see in that of Polyeuotus, Patri- 
arch of Conatandnople, who donbted not but that the EmpoHH 
John Tzimiaoes was oleard, bafore Heaven, of the death of 
Phooas, thro' his being anointed emperor." ^ — Selden's Titles of 

The legend of the Ampulla mada this ceremony peculiarly 
important in France, I quote the miracle from DeBmarests. 
Clovis is on his knees, wjdOng to be anointed by St. Bamigius ; — 
" Cependant le prelit attend \m hullea ailntea. 
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" Guillerraus Brito saya that the devil brak& the viol of oil 
which Remiglua held in his hand ready to anoint Clovis; and 
liiat, iliB oil being so spilt, he obtained by prayai- a supply of it 
from heayen." — Seldca, 



Note 63, p. 66. ~ The ducUrrs of Oteohgy. 

" Ces paroles ainsi par elte dict^, la fist ia roy remanor hono- 
rablement en son loips, et assemble eon grand oonseil, aa quel 
ftirent plnsienrs prelats, oheraliere, eacnyers et chefs de guarre, 
avecqnes auouns dooteurs en theologie en loix et en deoret, qui 
tons ensemble adviaecent qu'alle seroit iutBrrogu6 par les doc- 
tern's, pour essayer si en elle ee tronvei'dt evidente iiiison de 
pouvok aooomplir oe qu'elle disoit. Mnis las dooteurs la trava- 
rest: de tnnt hoQneste contenance, et tant eage en ses paroles, 
que leur revelation faiote, on en tient ties grand conte. 

" DiversBS interrogations luy furent faietea par plusieiu^ doc- 
teure et autres gens de grand estat, a quoy alio respondit monlt 
bien, et par especial a nn docteur Jacobin, qui luy diet, que si 
Diea vouloit que lea Anglois S'en allasseiit, qu'it ne falloit point 
de armesi a quoy elle cespondit, qu'elle ne vouloit que peu de 
gens qtd combattroienl, et Dleu donneroit 5a vlctoire.*^ — Sis- 
tors of the Siege of Orlenm ! TVojes, 1631. 

In the " Gesta Joannm OalliciB " of Valerandua VaianitW, 
one of the counsellors makes a speech of seventy lines npon 
the wickedness of woman, mentioning Helen, Beersheba, Semi- 
ramis, Delilah, Messalino, &c., as examples. The council are 
influenced by his opinion ; and the Maid, to prove her miMion, 
challenges any one of them to a single combat: — 
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Note 63, p. 71. — SI. Agnes' tkapet 

"Haiic virginem cootig^t pascendo peoora in sacello quodam 
Tilissimo, ad deolinandam pluviam obdormlre ; quo in tarapore 
visa est se in somnls r Deo, qui se illi ostenderat, admousri." 
— Jacobw PhiUppii Bergomemii i& clarii Malisriias. 

" Jotuina Ou11ic]t Fuella, dum ovee pa^it, tempestate coaota 
in pcojtimum eaoeHum eoafiiglt, ibi obdornuens libBrand^ 
Gallic raandatum divinitus aocepit." — Botifi'im!. 

" HeroinEB nobilissimte Joannia Dare Lotbarlngse Tulgo An- 
relianeneis Puellie liistoria. Autbora Joanne Hordal sereniaaimi 
dnois LotbaringiB consiliario." Ponti-Mussi, 1B12. 

NoTB 64, p. Tl. St. Affites Biood 

Seyore mine eyts, s^ch and so betmJiful 
Ai uAen, amid the hoitte of mtkidntss. 
The Pojtier v^tom iPtA such Jerpent Ivse she serued 
Veiled her urtlh glory. 

" InsanuB iudes earn nudam ad lupsnar pertrahl josalt At 
nbi beata rg bu. m crine soiuto, tantam 

capilliB de Ca m di m gn oncesaiC, uC melius 

illomm fli n q am bus daratiir. Intcogresse 

quidem Agnas tu u m uoum ge u n Domini pr^epara- 
tum inven ai ta p fudit, ut prfe magni- 

tudina sple d li m p po 1^" 

Tlia ex m b Aonea h stalta shonld not be 

omitted here. " Then Agnes, in the midst of the flames, 
atretohing out her hands, prafsd nato t^e I^ord, sajing, ' I 
blass thee, Almighty Father! who permitteBt me to come 
unto thee fearless, even in the flames. For, Itehoid! what 
I iiave Ijelieved, I see; what I have hoped, I possMS', what I 
have desired, I embrace. Therefore I oonfeea Biee with my 
lips; I desire tJiee with my heart, wiUi my inmost antraiisi I 
come to thee, the living and the true God." The whole pas- 
sage, as it stands in the " Acta Sanctorum," Is very fine : 
" Tunc Vicarins Aapasiua nomine, jnssit in oonspeotu omnium 
ignem copiosnm aocendi, et in medium aam prtecepit jactari 
flammarnm. Quod cum fuisaet impietxmi, stalim in duas par. 
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tea divisas sunt flammie, et hino iifque illino seiidoaoa populoa 
exurebant, Ipaum autem B. Agnen peuitus in tiiillo contjngebut 
inGendiiim. Bo mogis hoc norx virtutibns divitiiflf eed mole- 
flcils depiitMites, ikbant fi^miCns inter ee populi, et infinitas 
olamores oil crelum, Tnnc B. Agnes, espfindenE mattus euas 
in- medio igois, liia verbis orntionsm fnditad Dominum: Omni- 
potene, adoniDde, eoJeiids, tremende, PaWr Domini noatri Jeau 
Chriati, benedico te quia pec Fiiinm tnam uuigenitum evaai 
minas liominum impiorum at apurcitiaa dialMli impolluta iran- 
fliffi. Ecoe el nunc per Spiritum Sanotum rore otelesti perfosai 
sum ( focus justa me moritnr, flamma divlditur, et ardor in- 
cendit hnjus ad eos a qulbus raiuistratnr, refunditur. BenBdico 
te, Pater omnipoteDS, qui atiam per flanunas intrepidam me ad 
te vanira peiroitldB. Ecoe jam qnod oredidi video, quod speravi 
jam toneo, quod ooiioupivi oomplector. Te igitmr labiis confi- 
teoTjie oorde, to tolas ™ceribuaoonciiplaeo. Eooe adte venio, 
vivum et verum DeumI " — Acta Satu:L,tBm.u. p. 852, Jan. 21: 
■Rio S. Agaeiis, Awci. S, AiBbroaio. 

Tliey iiave a legend in Cornwall, that St. Agnea " aaoaped 
out of tlie prison at Boms, and, tailing shipping, landed at St. 
Piran Ai'wothall; from whence alie travelled on fbot to what la 
now her own piurisli. But being several liines tempted by the 
Devii on her way, as often as she tomed abont to rebuke him, 
she turned him into a atone; and indeed there are still to be 
'seen on the Downa, between St. Piran and St. Agnes, aeveral 
large moor-atones, pitched on end, in a atmiglit line, about a 
qnarter of a mUe diatant one irom the other, doubtless put 
there on some remarkable aooount. There lived then, in that 
pait of the country, a fnmoua wrath or giant^ by name fioiater, 
of that ilk. He got hold of the saint, and obliged her to gather 
up the atones on his domain i she carried them in tiiree iiipron' 
(nils to the top of the liill, and made with them three great 
heaps, fram which the hiU is now called, sometimes Carne 
Breanicb, sometimes St. Agnea' Beacon. At last, this giant, 
or wraih, attempted to seduce her. She pretended to yield, 
provided he would fill a hole, which she showed Mm, with his 
blood. He agreed to this, not knowing that the hole opened 
into the sea: she thus cunningly bled him to death, and then 
tumbled him over the cliff. TUa they stjil call tie " Wrath's 
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Hole," It 13 on the top of the cliff, not far &om Agnes' chopal 
and well, and, enlai^ing aa it goes down downward, opens into 
B cava fretted in by tlie aea, and, from the nature of tlie etnne, 
streaked all over wiOi bright red streaks like blood. After 
this, slia lived some time here, and then died, having first built 
her chapel and her well. The water of this well is esoellent; 
and the p8,yement, they tell yon, is colored with her own 
blood ! and ths more you rub it, the more it shows, — such 
being, indeed, the nature of the stone. She likewise loft the 
mark of her foot on a rock, not far from it, stjll ealled St. 
Agnea' Foot, which, they teli you, will fit a foot of any sizes 
and, indeed, it is large euough so to do. These monkish 
stories oansed a great resort here in former days ; and many 
cures are pretended to have been done by the water of this 
well, so blast by her miraculous blood," — PohnheU'i Hiitory 
of GjrnwuU, i. 176-T. — N. 

St. Agnes, St. Catbai-lne, and St. Margaret, were the saints 
most particularly revoj'cnoed by the Maid of Orleans. 



NOTB 85, p. 73. - 
" Tliroagh the see 



Note 6B, p. SI. — Effaced the ftniifterft's honoTibk marks, 
" Afln d'empSoher les impressions que ce (j'eillis de fer 
devait laisser sur la peau, on avait soin de so matelasser en 
dessons. MolgcS oes precautions cependant il en laissait encore ; 
ces marques s^appeilaient camoisj st on les faisiut disparaltre 
par !o bain." — Le Graml 



Note 67, p. 82. — Then bomed her to Oie saiord of mnrlp'dom. 
Such is the legend of St. Catharine, Frinceas of Alexandria, 
whose story has been pictured upon sigu-posts and in churches, 
but whose memory has been preserved in this country longer 
by the alehouse Uian by the altar. The most extravagant, 
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peiliapa, of Dryden's plays, is upon this aniijeot. In fbe first 
edition, I liiul, ignoranlly, represBnted CathHrine aa (lying upon 
tlie wlieei; mid the description of her anfferings was far too 
luinQte. Diyden has committed tlie lest &nlt ia u far greater 
degree; the old martyrologiBa pactioulariza no orualtias more 
revolting to tte reaier than ha has detailed in the speech, of 
Masimln when lie orders her to execuyon. 

From a passage in the " Jerusalen Conqaistoda," it should 
seem thnt SC Oathnrine vraa uLiraculansiy hetrothed to her 
haavBnly spouse. As the crusaders approach Jerusalem, they 
visit the holy places on their way; — 

*' QuaJ TiMlft el lugar con U&ato tlerno, 



Lopi de Viga. L. 18, 
The marginal note adds, "La Virgan fne Madrina en los 
despoaorioB da Caterina y Christo." 

Of St. Margaret, tiia other favorite saint of theMaid, I find 
recorded hy Bergomensis, that she called the pagan prefect an 
impudent dog \ that she was thrown into a dungeon, where a, 
horrible dragon swallowed har; that aha crossed herself, upon 
which tha dragon immediately burst, and she came out safe ; 
and that she saw the Devil sttinding in the corner like a black 
man, and seized him, and threw him down. 

Absurd as this legend is, it once occasinnad a very extraor- 
dinary murder. A young Lombard, after hearing it, prayed 
BO earnestly for nn oppovtanlty of fighting with the Devil, like 
St. Uat^aret, that he -went into the fields in fliU expecUdon 
that Ms desire would be gratified. A hideous old dumb woman 
oame by: he mistook her for the Tempter; her inarticulate 
noises eonfinned him in this opinion; and ha knocked har 
down, and trampled npon her. The poor wretch died of her 

consideration that his madness was a pious madness; and, 
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before sb» died, sha spoke to exouse the mistake. This tale 
is told in tliat strongs oolleotion of Indiorons stories upon reli- 
gious sabjeots, tlie " Pin Hiloria." Tlie authority referred to 
is Petr. Ramani Miat., lib. S5. 



Noi'B 68, p. 83. — The atutred foord. 

" Puella pel^it gladinm, quern diviiiitus, atj siebat, erat feola 
oei'Uor in templo div% Cathenus in Tnronibua, Inter antlqua 
donaria pendera. Miratus Carolus, gladiuro inqiiiri, ac iniren- 
tnra protinus Puellie aifeiTi insoL" ~ Polydore Virgil. 

EcJand, Of rather Orlando, — for it is Ariosto who has im- 
mortalized him, — was buried with Sarmdiaia at his side, and 
his horn OUfatU at his feet. Charlemagne also had his good 
sword Jo^etise buried with him. Ho was placed in his sepniohra 
on a golden throne, orowned, end habited in his imperial robes, 
llioDgh a cilice was next his skin: one hand held a globe of 
gold ; the other rested on the Gospels, which were lying on Ms 
knees. His shield and sceptre were hong opposite to him on 
the side of the sepnlchre, which was iilled with perfumes and 
spices, and than closed, riama was buried with the Cid, no 
living man being worthy to wield that sword with whioh the 
Campeador, even after death, had triumphed, and whioh had 
been mirBOulousiy half drawn from the scabbaid. to aycngo the 
insult offered by a Jew to his corpse. 



Note 69, p. S4. — They parlook the feast. 
" Cette c&'^monie chez les grands s'amionfait au son dn 
cor, on au son d'une cloohe ; coutume qui aubsiste encore dans 
^ lea oonyens et les malsoiis opnlentes, pour annoncer le convert 
et le diner. Aprds le service des viondes, o'est-ii-dire, apris co 
que nous appellons entries, rSti et entremets, on sortait de table 
pont se Inver les mains une seoonde fols, comme chez les Bo- 
mains, de qui pnr4it Stre venn oet usage. Les domestiquea 
dessermient pendant ce tems; lis enlevaient nne des nappes 
et apportiiient les confitures (qu'on nomnrnt e/nces) et les vins 
compost. A ce moment, fait ponr )a gaiety, connnen9aient 
leaderlsplaisanset joyeuxpropos; car dans cabonvieux tems 
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Note 70, p. 84. — Or hsdimi wMh Bieffiejim minglfd ridA. 

" E y avait pluaiaura Bortas de ces vins prSparfis qu'oa servait 
aprfts lea vinndes. 1. Lea Vma ™i(s, qui sont encore en usajja 
dans quelqnes provinoaa, et qui ont conserve le name nom. 2. 
Ceux auxqnels on ajou1«t le aoo de qnelqne frnit, tels que le 
Mare, fail avac dn jns de mflre. S. Caux qu'on HssaiaonnaJt 
aveo du miel, oomme le iVeclar, le Medoa, &c. 4. Cens aii Votl 
fhiasit infnser dea plaiitea m^icinntea on aromittiques, et qui 
prenaient laur nom da ces plantea, Fins ^Abiialhe, (& MyrSie, 
d'Ahei, &e. Le Bomen de Florfmont lea appelle Vim fterSea. 
5. Enfin ceux dans lesqaBla, outre le miel, il entriut des fipioea. 
On appellait oee derniers du nom g^nSral isPimens. CMtoient 
lea plua estinrfe de tons. Noa auteora n'en parlent qu'avao 
dflioea. II afit monqn^ qnelque ohoae ii una Ste ou it nii repas, 
si on n'y edt point aervi du Piment; et I'on en donmut mSma 
ousmoinas dans lea convens & certains joui-a de rannfe." — 
Li Grand, 

Note T1, p. 84. The vatlh 

Of Ontnoall. 

Sir Tristram du Lyonca. 

Note 73, pp. 84, 85. A>id he who struck 

The dalOTOiis sWoht. 
Sir Balin le Sauvage. 
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" Lisant un arfest sjioien qui est encores pour ]e jourrl'hny 
insert ans I'sgistres dn Chnstelet ds Paris, j'eatiinay qu'en ca 
proveirbe il y avoit uue notable eentenoe, eC uue lougue ancien- 
net4 tont snEemble. Car par an-esC qii! est du 28 de Jain, 
1420, il eat port6 en tenuea sxpris que deffenses SQiit foites 
h toutes femraes amoureuses, filles da joye, at paillnrdBS, da no 
porter robbea a oollets renveraei, queiies, ne oeinlures dorSaa, 
boutonnifetes k leurs ohaperons, sur peine da confiscation at 
amende, et que les hnissiers de pai^ement, oommisaakes et 
sargenfs dn Chastelat qui laa trouvaroient, eussant a, las menec 
prisonni^ros. 

" Au surplua (je diray oeoy en passant) li la mieniie volontS 
qua ceux qui donnirant oast arrest eusaent tonmfi la chajioe, 
A que non seulementces ceintures dories, idns en toutes auCres 
dorares at elfiquets, ils ausaant feit deffencaa k tontas fammas 
d'hoiineur d'amporter, snr peine d'estce declar^es putnins ; oar 
il n'y anroit point plus prompt moyan qua castuy, pour banniar 
le auparflnitri at faombance dea damea." — Palmer, 

Note 76, p. 90. — /feww m^ielf. 
" Hieo igitur Jauna Fukella virgo, cnm magnam gloriam iu 
armia asset adepta, et regnum Franoorum niagn& ex parte de- 
perditum, e manibua Anglonim pngnando aripuissat, in suil 
floranta jBlate constituta, non solum se morituram, Eed et genus 
ante mortis oonctis prtedisit," — Bergmimm. 



it, nor the fierce lion passed by it." — Job, ssviii. T, 6. 

Note 77, p. 91. — As they ^d hear the had aJantta-belL 

"In sooth, the estate of France was then most misarable; 

there appeared nothing but a horrible iace, confusion, poverty, 

dasoJalJon, aolitarinease, and fbare. The lean and bare labourers 

in the country did terrifia even theavas ttiemaelvas, who had 
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nothing left them to spoils but the oarfeBases of these poora 
miserable creatures, wandering up and down lilio ghostes 
drawne out of tlieir gi'aves. The least fannes and hamiets 
were forlifiad by these robbers, — English, Bourgiiegnons, and 
French, — every one Btriving to do his worst; all men of war 
were well agreed to spoiie the oountryman and mei'chant. 
Aea Ike caUtll, acembiTiied to the laiioae-beU, the signe of Ike 
eaem^'i /ipprBaeh, ioohW ma home of ikemtelvea initkoiii any guide 
iy this accmloiaed miiery. 

" This is the perfect description of thtsa Umes, taken out 
of Ihe lameiitationB of onr ancestors, set down in the original," 
says De Serres. " But, aniiiist this horrible calamity, God did 
comfort both the lung aod realme ; fbr, about the end of the 
yeere, he gave Charles a goodly sonne by Queen Mary, liis 

SoTE TS, p. 91. — Pl'na at apUsrim. 

"O my people! hear my word: make yon ready to the 

battle; and, in those evils, l)e even as pilgrims upon thu cai-th." 



Note 79, p. 91. — Out ike weak naiare itff. 

" Let go Com thee mortal thoughts ; ot^t away the burdens 
of man; pat off now the weak natore, 

"And set aside the thoughts tjiatare most heavy unto thee, 
and liaste Hiee to flee from these times." — 2 Sdj-os, xiv. 14,15. 



NorE BO, p. 95. — WarAy a kappieir, not a beller tove. 



— ATtd Iimtstptit away ali mortal ihtyughts. 



Note 82, p. 103. — Suai rmked round m. 
" To succeed in the siege of Orleans, the English first aeourad 
£ neighboring places, which might otherwise have annoyed 
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the besiegerB. The months of Augost anS Saptember were 
spent in this wori. During that spBoe, they took Mehun, Bau- 
ganci, Gergeau, Clory, Snlly, Jenville, and some other small 
towDS, and at last appeared befoi-e Orleans on the 12th of Octo- 
ber." -^ -Bq^wt. 

Note 83, p. 104. — Sam aaddeaed Orleam. 
" The French Mng used every expedient to supply the city 
witti a garrison and provisions, and enable it to maintain a long 
and obstinate siege. The Lord of Ganoour, a brave and expe- 
rienced captain, was appointed governor. Many officers of 
distinoHon threw themselves into ihe place. The troops which 
tliey oonduotod were inured to war, and were determined to 
make the most obsignate resistance ; and even the inhabitants, 
'difldphned by the long oontinuanee of hostiUtieB, were well 
quaMsd in their own defence to second the efforts of the most 
vataran forces. The eyes of hU Europe were turned toirarda 
this scene ; where, it was reasonably supposed, the French were 
to make their last stand for maintaining tbe independence of 
their monarchy, and the rights of their sovereign." — Home. 

Note 84, p. 104. — The Sire Cliap^k. 
This title was not discriminately used by the French. Cha- 
pelle is sometiines styled Le Sire, and sometimes Gm^lkommt 
de Beoime, by Daniel. The same title waa applied to the 
Almighty, and to princes ; and Selden observes from Fasquier, 
" These ancient barons affected rather to be sUled by tbe luune 
of sire than baron; and the Baron of Coney carried to tlmt 
purpose this rithme in Ms device; — 
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must defend retlgion. So biLstftrd could be a knight hospi 
from whoee order thnt of Rliodes wns formed, except a b 
ta e, prince, thera beiag hononi' in tliat dislio»our, as th 
light in the vary apots of the moon." — Fiillei''s Bisloiie 
Bdy Warre. 



HoTB 87, p. 105. — La ffijv, tie merrUit man. 

" In the late warres in France between King Henry the Fiilli 
of England and Chuies the Seventh of France, the Freucli 
annie being in disUeaae, one Captain La Hire, a Frenchman, 
VBB eetit to declare unto the said French king l^e estate and 
^iidres of the warce, and how, foe want of viotualB, money, 
and oUier necessaries, the French had lost diren townes and 
battiules to the English. The French king, being disposed to 
use his captaine ^uniliarly, shewed him such thinges aa him- 
self was delighted in, as his buildings, his banquets, Mrs 
ladies, &c, suid then asked Hie eaptaine how hee liked them. 
' Trust me, sir,' quoth the captame, speaking his mind freely, 
' I did never know any pnnce that more delighted himaelf with 
hia losses tluui yon doe with yours.' " — Slowe. 

" La Hire ttouva ung oliapelain anquel il dit qn'il luy 
donnost hastivement I'i^salution ; et le ohapel^n luy dit qu'il 
oonfbssast ses pesohea. La Hire luy respondit qn'il n'auroit 
pns loisir, car il falloit promptemant frapper sur I'annemj, at 
qn'il avolt falct oe que gens de guerre out accoiistumS de faire. 
Et lors La Hire fit sa priore k Dien an disant en son Gascon, 
les mains jolnctesi 'Diau, je te prie qne tn ftiees aiyourd'huy 
pour La Hire autant qne tn Touldrois qne La Hire fist pom' 
toy, sa il estoit Dieu, et que tu thssas La Hiie.' Et il ouidoit 
tres bien prier et dire." — Chromque aaas tUre. Lb Bnsn de 
Charmetlu, 1. 1. p. 102. 

There is an English epitaph borrowed from these words of 
the Fi-ench captain. 
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" They palled down all the most eonaiderable baildings m 
the suburbs, and, among the rest, twslve cliurohes and aevera! 
moimsterles, that the English might not make use of them in 
«acrying on the siege." — Sapin. Momtrekt. 



Note 88, p. 106, — jVoniore tlie merry vkil's note tuaskeaiii, 
" The instrument which most frequenHj served for an ao- 
COiDpaniment to the tmrp, and which dispated the pre-eminence 
with it in Che early times of music in France, vraB the viol; 
and indeed, vrheu reduced io four strings, and stripped of the 
frelB with which viols of all kinds seem to have been fuiiiiEhed 
tJU the sixteenth century, it still holds the first place among 
treble instruments, under Hie denomination of violin. 

" The viol played wiUi a bow, and wholly different from 
tiie vielle, whose tones are produced by the triotion of a wheel, 
which indeed performs the part of a bow, was very early in 
fevor with the inhabitanta of France." — Bumey'a milory of 



NoiniJO, p. 108. — Cafirfw 



" By the treaty of Troyes, Charles was to remain in qniet 
possession of the royal dignity mid revenues. After his death, 
the crown, with all its right* and dominions, devolved to Heniy 
and his hsu^. The imbecility of Charles was so great that ho 
oould not appear in public, so Chat the queen and Bui^aady 
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NoTu 92, p. lia. — SaKsJurj, tlieir matdifiii chief. 
" The besiegers reoeivad Bnooors in the rery beginning of 
tli9 siege ; but the Earl of Salisbury, who considered this enter- 
prise ss n deoisive action for the king his master and his own 
repQtatJon, omitted notliiag to deprive the besieged of that 
advantage. He run up round the city sixty forts. How great 
soever this work might be, notliing conid divert him from it, 
since the success of the siege siitireiy depended upon it. In 
vain wotild he have pursued his attack, if the anemies could 
oontinuBlly introduce fresh supplieB. Besides, the season, now 
far advanced, suggested to him that he would be forced to pass 
the winter hi the camp, and during that time be liable to many 
insults. Among the sixty forts, there were six much stronger 
than the rest, upon the sis piinoipal avenues of the city. The 
French could before with ease introduce convoys rata tJie place, 
and had made frequent use of that advantage ; but, after these 
forts were bniit, it was with extreme difficulty that they oould, 
now and then, give some assistance to the besieged. Upon 
these six redoubts the general erected batteries, which thun- 
dered against the walls.'^ — - Rajmi. 



). 112. — The Btis great aeemiesm. 



HoTE »4, p. 113. — Poiseised the TourndUs. 

" The bulwark of the Tonmelles being mnoh shaken by the 
besiegers' cannon, and the besieged thinking it proper to set it 
on fire, the EngUsh extinguished the flames, and lodged them- 
selves in that post. At the same time, they became masters 
of the tower on the bridge, from whence the whole city conld 
be viewed." — Rapin. 
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Note 9S, p, 113,- 

Les bombardes vomissaient des bouleta de pierre, dont 
quelquesuns pesaient josqn'a cent: soizs livres. Cee masses 
tfftayantes, lanoSes k la manifera de nos boinbaa, produlsniant, 
en tombant sur lea Edifices, I'efFet de la foudte," — LeBrua de 
Charmeitea, i. p. 122. 

Note 86, p. 113. 

The wUdfiyi-liAls kmed (fti-ouyft ike midnight iky. 

Drayton enumerates tliase among the English preparations 



sik tbe strong portcnlli^a^ and tbe balls 
m ba ground their patacea and halla." 
:a of Harfleur, ho says, — 

"Balls of conaumlog wildflts, 



tamed, with bonnets and old sails, luid wet mantles to defsnd 
fire, that ss often is thrown. 

" Every ship shall carry two boats lading of stones, to throw 
to profit in tha time of Sght on the dsok, forecastle, or tops, 
according to his burden. 

" That tha wildfire be teparted to the people most expert, 
tJiat wa have ibr tha nse thereof, at dne tune ; for that if it be 
not overseen, givhig ohnrge thereof to Ihoae that do nnderatand 
it, and such as, we know, can tell how to use it : otherwise it 
may happen to great danger." — Orders set dmea 4i/ the Duhe 
(^ Medina io b^ obie/itiGd in the Voyaga totoard England: Harl. 
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" Some were preparing to toss balls of wildfire, ss if the sea 
had been their tennis-ooort." — Delimraace of certain Chra- 
Ums from the 'liirhs : Hurl. Miso., vtd. i. 



Note 97, p- tl3. — Potsonoaa j}oUa£on. 

Thus at the siege of Thin sur I'Esoanlt. " Ceulx de lost 
laur gactoient par leur engins oheyavilB mors et nntres bestes 
mortes et puantes, ponr les empuantir, dont ila ealoient la 
dedans en moult grent deatrasse. Gar Isjr estflit fort et olmiilt 
ainsi comma en pleln este, et de oe fncant plus constrains que 
de nulle autre chose. SI considerent (implement eiitie eulx 
que oelle messaise ilz iie pourroient langnament endurec na 
Eonffrir, tant laur eatoitla punalaie abhcmiaable." — FroUaaH, 

This was an evi! which sometimes aimoyad the besiaging 
aony. At Dan "pour lapuBndse des bestes que Ion tuoit en 
lost, Bt dea chevaulx qui estoient mora, lair estoit tout cotrum- 
pu, dont moult de chevaliera et esouyers en estoient moladas 
et melenoolieni, et say alloient les plusieurs, refVesohir a Bru- 
ges et oilleurs pour eviter oe mnuvais an'." —Froissarl, il. 166. 



NoiE 98, p. 113. — O-owdedm amt/hnleiome vaalti. 
At Thin sur i'Eecault, " la iist le due charier grant tbison 
d'engins de Cambray et de Douay, et en y eut sii moult 
grans, le due les fist lever devant la forteresse. Lesql^ engins 
gectoient nuyt et joux grosses pierres et mnngimneaul:^ qui 
ttbatoient les combles at le hnult des tours des chambres et des 
satles. Et en coutraignolent les gens dn ohastel par cest assault 
tresdurement. Et si nosient les corapaignons qni le gardolent 
demourer en chambres nen sales quilz euasent, mais en caves 



Note 99, p. 111. — ISager M marh the carrioji-croio fnr food. 
Scudery has a most ingenious idea of the effects of famine; 
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Fuller expresses the want of food pitliily: "The siege grew 
long, and victuals short." 

NoTElOO, p. 114.— When m&BS^at the angel of the Lard. 

"And I saw an angel standing in the sun; and he cried with 
a loud voice, Baying to all the fowls that fly in the midst of 
haayen, Come, and gather yooTBeivaa together unto the supper 
of the great God ; 

" That ye may eat the flesh of kings, and the flesh of cap- 
tains, and the flesh of mighty men, iuid the flesh of horses, and 
of them that sit on them." — Reaelatitm, six. IT, 18. 

A similar passage occurs in Ezekid : — 

" And tJiou, son of man, thus sailh Uia Lord God, Speak 
unto every feathered fowl, and to every heast of the field. 
Aasemble yourselves, and come ; gather yourselves on every 
side to my saorifloe that I do saoriflce for you, even a great 
KacriSce upon the mountains of Israel, that ye may eat flesh 
and diinX blood. 

" Ye shall eat the flesh of the mighty, and ddnk the blood 
of the pinces of the eaith, of rams, of lambs, and of goats, of 
bullocks, bU of them fiitlings of Bashan. 

" And ye shaU eat fat till ye be full, and drink blood till y« 
be drunken, of my saoiifloe which I have sacrificed for you. 

" Thus ye shall be fllled at my table with horses and oha- 
liotB, with, mighty men, and with all men of war, aaith the 
Lord God." -- a«6iei isitix. IT, &c. 

Note 101, p. IIT. — PrBPeal Oiepang of/amiae. 
Fuller calls this "resolving rather to lose their Uves by 
wholesale on the point of the stvord, than to retail them out 
by famine.' ' 
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Note 102, p. 120. — jls «A«« fte jKea 
" It was the bdief of the MexioanB, that, at the oi 
of onB of their oantudes, the sun and earth would be destroyed. 
On the last niglit of every centnry, they estingnished all their 
fir^, coveted the faces of the women and nhildren, find ex- 
pected the end of the world. The kindling of the sacred lire 
on the mountain of Buixaohtla was believed an omen of their 
safety." — Clomgsto. 

Note 103, p. 12*. — The veins mere foB. 

'Qds ol ^dflKoiTi icht' aixiva jniiToflir IwEf, 
Kai ttoHjG nep knvTf rb ii oet'imf li^ioi' utfof. 



HoTE 105, p. 125. 

Reasons for bumhig a trumpeter; — 

" The letter she sent to Suffolk was received with scorn, and 
tlie trumpeter that brought it commanded to bo burnt, against 
tlie law of nations, saith a French * author, but erroneously ; 
for his coming was not warrented by the authority of any 
lawful prlnoe, but from a private maid, how highly soever 
aelf-pretendad, who had neither estate to keep, no 
to send, a trumpeter." — FaUer'i Profime Ante. 



— /n iii/ht of Orhaiis and ike Maiden's Tufit. 
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Note 107, p. 12T. — As he thai pafs it off. 
" Let not him that girdeth on his harness boast himBBlf aa 
he that puttetli it off." — 1 Kings, sx. 11. 

NoTB 108, p. 127. — As loJien CkederhB cmass. 

" A I'ipl flumjuis Halya renimns ad Qoukucthoj ; inde Cbo- 
ron; post in The Ke Thiol. Hie nmlta didicimus a monachis 
Tnroicis, qnos Darvis vooant, qui eo loco insignem habent 
iHdem, de iieroe quodam Chederle summS oorporis atqae 
tmiml tbrtitudine, queni eundem fuisae cum nostto D. Georgio 
Miolantiirj eademque illi ascribtiiit quiB buio uoetri ; niminmi 
Tasa et horrendi draoonis osda aervaaae expoaitam virginem. 
Ad hiec alia adjlciunt mnlta, et qase libitom est, oonuuini- 
Bountur, ilium par louginqnos eras paragrinari soEtum, ad 
flnvinm postremo pervenisse, oiyus aquse bibeiiiibua prBBtarent 
immortalitatem. Qui quidem fiuTiua, in qa9. parte terrenun 
sit, non diaunt ; nisi tbrtassis in Utopia oollocari debet; tantuin 
afSrmanC illoia magnls tenebris, multSque caligine obdnctum 
latere ; neque cuiquam mortallnin post Chederlem, uti ilium 
videret, conti^sse. Chederlem vero ipsum mortlB legibns ao- 
lutam, hue illuo in equo prsBstauiissimo, qui similiter fjusdem 
Bqn» hauatu mortalitatem exnerlC, divagari, gaudentem jase- 
liis, adesse in bello melioribua, ant lis qui ejus opem implont- 
Verint, oi^usounque tandem aint religionis." — BasiejaiiM. 

" The Persians sa; that Alexander, coming to understand, 
that, in the Mountain of Eaf, there was a ^eat aave, very 
"blaofc and dark, wherein rau the water of unmortality, would 
needs take a joUmej' thither. But being a&aid to lose his 
way in the cave, and' conaidering with himself thaC-he had 
committed a great oversight in leaving ttie more aged in cities 
and forUfied places, and keeping about his person only young 
people, such aa were not able bo advise him, he ordered to. ba 
brought to him some old man, whose connsel he might follow 
in the adventtire he was then upon. There were in the whole 
army but two brothars, named Chidder and Elias, who had 
brought then- tathar along with them ; and this good old man 
bade his sous go and tell Alesacder, that, to go through with 
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the design he had nndettaken, his only way ware to taka a, 
mara tha,t had a colt at her heels, and to ride upon her into 
the cave, aad leave the colt at the entrance of it, and the 
mate would infallibly bring him back ag^n tc the same place 
without any tronble. Alexander thought the advice 30 good, 
that ha would not take any other person with him in that 
jonrney but those two brothers, leaving the rest of his ratinue 
at the entrance of the cava. Ha advanced 90 fki tliat he came 
to a gate so well polished, that, notwithstanding the great 
darkness, it gave llglit enough to let hiiu see there was a bird 
festened thereto. The bird asked Alexander what he would 
have. He made answer that he looked for the water of im- 
mortdity. The bird asked him what was done In the world. 
' Mischief enough,' replies Aleiander, ' smee there is no vice 
oc sin but reigns there } ' whereupon, the bird getting loose and 
flying away, the gate opened, and Alexander saw an angel 
sitting, with a trumpet in }iis hand, holding it as if he were 
going to put it to his mouth. Alexander asked him his nama. 
The angel made answer his name was Bapbael, and that he 
only Btaid for a command from God to blow the trumpet, and 
to call Hia dead to judgment ; which having s^d, he asks 
Alexander who he was. ' I am Alexander,' replied be ; ' and 
I seek the watar of unmortality.' The angel gave him a stone, 
and said to him, ' Go thy wayes, and look for another stone 
of the same weight witli this, and then thou shalt find immor- 
tality; ■ whereupon Alexander asked how long he had to live. 
The angel said to him, ' Till snoh time as the heaven and the 
earth which, encompass thee be turned to iron.' Alexander, 
being come oat of the cave, sought a long time, and, not 
meeting wiUi any stone just of tha same weight with the 
other, he put one into the balance which ha thought came 
very near it, and, finding but vary littJe dlfibrenoe, he added 
thereto a little earth, which made the scales avenj it being 
God's intention to shew Alexander thereby, that he was not 
to expect immortality till he himself were put hito the earth. 
At last, Alexander ha.ving one day a fldl off his horse in tha 
barren ground of Ghiff, they laid him upon the coat he wore 
over hia armour, and covered him with his buckler to keep 
off the heat of the sun. Then ha began to comprehend the 
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proplieoy of the angel, and wiis sati-fied the hour of his death 
was at hand. Accordingly, he died. 

" They add to this fable, that the two brothers, Chldder and 
Eliss, drunk of the water of immortality'; and that tbey are 
atill living, bnC inTlsibla, — Ellas npon the eaith, and Chiddw 
ia the water; wherain the latter hath so great power, that those 
who are in danger of being destroyed by water, if they ear- 
neally pray, vowing an offermg to him, and flrnily believing 
that he can relieve them, shall escape the danger." — Amiai- 
sador^B l^atJela. 

"Khidir and Eiias occupy a distinguished place in the 
legion of prophets. The name of the first signifies verdaal, al- 
luding to the power which he possessed of producing, wherever 
he trod, the most baantifal and enchanting verdure. Thesa 
two are regarded as tbe proteotora and tutelary gods of travel- 
lers, — the foimer upon the sea, the latter upon the land ; and 
they are thought to be inosssanlly employed in promoUng: 
these salutary objects. In their rapid and unitbrm courses,, 
thay are beheved to meet once a year at Mina, in the anvirona 
of Mecca, the day on which the pilgiime are assembled. — 
jy OJisson's Bisloi-y of the Olhainaa Empire. 

Note 109, p. 129. — The imrds thai laiefiasked to Ac eveamg gun.. 

The swords ttiat glistered late, m purple gi3» 

May's Edward HL 
And again. Book Vn.:~ 



SoTK 110, p. 130. — Of biassed Mary vnsed a mw of peace. 
" 11 advint a Iny et .a toate sa gant, estant devant Chaitres,. 
qui monlt humllia et brisa eon conrage ; cu- enlnndis que ces 
traicteurs Francois alloient st preschoient ledit roy et soil 
conseil, et encores nulle response agreahle nen avoient oae. 
Une orage, une tempeste, et nne fonldre si grande et si horribler 
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dasoendit du cial en lost du Roy Dttngleterre quil aemliloit 
proprement que le sieole deust finar. Car i1 oheoit 3i grosses 
pierces que ellBs tuoyeot hommes et chevaulit, at en fureiit lea 
pins hardis tous ssbiaiis. Adonoquea regarda le Roy Dangle- 
l«rre leglisa de Sostre Dame de Charlrea, et ae voua et rendit 
denotement a Wostre Djune, et promise, et eonfessa si eomme il 
dist depuia quil ea aooorderoit a la paii." — Fromari. 

" But while he lodged tliere (before Chartres), hia army 
making a horrible spoils of the whole oountry, there olianoed 
an occasion, tis the work of HeaTen, Which suddenly qaailed 
his ambitions design to mln France ; for, bebold! a horrible 
and estmordinary tempest of hails, thnndsr, and lightning, 
fell with such violence as many horses and men in the army 
perished, as if that God had stretched forth his hand IVom 
heaven to stay his course." — De Berrei, 

Note 111, p. 133. — Deep tkrough the sky Oie ioiSnp ihmidera nUed, 
The circumstance of the Miud's entering Orleans at mid- 
night, in a storm of thunder and lightning, is historically true. 

" The Englishmen, perceiving that thsi within could not 
long ooDtlnue for fante of vitalle and pouder, kepte not their 
watche ao diligently as thei wer accustomed, nor scoured not 
the oountrey environed as thei before had ordained. Whiche 
negligenoe the oifezens ahnt in perceiving, sent worde thereof 
to the French capitaines, which with Pncelle in the dadde fyme 
of the nights, and in a greate rayne and thundre, with all their 
vitaile and artllery, entered Info the citie." — Hall, if, 137, 

Shakspoara also notioes this storm. Striking as the cir- 
cumstance Is, Ohapel^ has omitted it. 



SoiB 113, p. 134. — Slrmff loer 
The patience and persevsrancs of a besieging army in those 
ages appear almost incredible to us now. The camp of Fei'- 
dinand before Granada swelled into a city. Edward III. made 
a market-town betbre Calais. Upon the captain's refiieal to 
surrender, says Barnes, " he began to ititreuoh himself atrougly 
about the city, setting his own tent directly against the chief 
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gates nt which he intended to enter. Then he placed bastions 
between Ihe town and the river, and set ont regnlar atreeia, 
und reared up decent bnildings of strong timber between tlie 
trenches, whioli he covered with thatch, reed, broom, and 
skins. Thna he encompasBed the whols town of Calids, ftom 
Risban on the north-west side to Conrgaine on the north-east, 
all aJong by Sangate, at Port and Port de Nicolay, commonly 
by the English called Mewland Bridge, down by Hammes, 
Cologne, and Marke ; so that iiis camp looked hke a spacions 
city, and was usually by strangers, that came thither to market, 
called New Calais. For this prince's reputation for justice was 
so great, tiiat to his markets (which he held in his camp twice 
every week, viz., on Tuesdays and Saturdays, for flesh, fish,, 
bread, wine, and ale, with cloth and all other necessaries) there 
came not only his ftiends and allies from England, Flanders,, 
and Aquitain, but even many of King Philip's subjects and 
oonitedecates conveyed tliither their cattle and other commo- 
dities, to be sold." 

Note 113, p. 1S5. — EBterixg sniih hii eye. 



4, p. 13fl.. — Belled and itnrepiared. 
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Note 116, p. 139. — GlivMisdah. 

GladdiBdale muet be the Sir William Glansdalo of Sliot- 
speore- Stowe caila him William Gladeadjile. 

It ie proper to remark, that I have iniroducad no liotitiotie 
iiaraea among the killed. They may all be found in the vsrious 



" Vegetiua says that the baJista disohsj^sd darts with such 
rapidity and violeucs, that nothiag could resist their foL-oe. 
This Bn^ne was nsed paitionlarly to diaohaiga darts of a sur- 
prising length nud weight, and ofteo many small ones together. 
Ite form was not unlike that of a broken bow ; it had two 
arms, bnt straight^ and not curved like those of a crossbow, 
of which the whole acting force consists in bending the bow. 
That of tiie balista, as well as of the catapnlta, Has in ils 



Note lie, p. 139.— Wl>e)-e,iy Saba^'s embatllediDaM. 

"The bayle, or Ksts, was a space on the outside of the 
ditch, surrounded by strong palisades, and sometimes by a 
low smbEittled wall. In the attack of fortresses, as the range 
of the machines then in use did not exceed the distance of 
four stadia, the besiegers did not carry on theu: approaches by 
moans of trenches, but begun then: operatians above ground, 
with the attack of the bnyle, or lists, where many feats of 
chivalry were performed by the knights and men-at-anns, who 
oonsidered the assault of that work as pnitlcularly belonging 
to thera, the weight of their armor preventing them from 
sailing the walls. As this part was attacked by the knights 
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araa. It was also defendsd by those of Che same 
place, whence majiy single combats were fcmght 
v&s at the first inventing of the place." — Groie. 



I^ihoted, wdaoded, as of hwity line. 
la Franoe, only peraons of a Eertain aetate. called im Jief de 
lumber, were permitted to wear a hauberk, which was the 
armor of a knight. Esqnirea might only wear a simple coal 
of mall, without the hood and hose. Had this arlstooratio 
distinction consisted in the ornaments part of the arms alone, 
it would not have been objecUoDabls. In the enhghCened and 
free states of Gcssoe, every soldier was well provided with 
defensive arm? In Some, a civic wreath was the reward of 
tun who should save the life of a citizen. But, to use the 
word? of Dr Gilhes, " the miserable peasants of modem 
Europe are esposed without defence, as without remorse, by 
the amhifion of men, whom the Greeks would have styled 



1*0. — Tie rude-fealared helm, 

h represented the shape of the iiead and 



Note 121, p. 140. — On his croioti^crested hehi. 

Earls and dukes freq^nently wore their coronets on the 

oresls of their helmets. At the battle of Agincoort, Henry 

wore " a bright helmet, whereupon was set a oiMwne of gold, 

rapleata with pearle and precious stones, marvellous rich." — 



Note 122, p. 140. — Aad agiamt Ike iron fiiice beneath. 
A brcjistplnte was sometimes worn under the hauberk. 
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Tbe nature of this bEirner Iisb been explained in B. previous 
note. Tlie possibility of leaping upon it is exemplifiad in the 
following adventure, which ia ohaiactaristic of liiB period in 
which it happened (1370): — 

" At that time, there was dona an eitraordinary feat of 
arms by a Scotch knight, named Sic John Asaueton, being one 
of thosa men-of-aima of Scotland who had now entered King 
Edwaiii^s pay. This man left his ranlE with his spaar in his 
hand, his page riding behind him, and went towards the bar- 
riers of Noyon, where he alighted, saying, ^ Hera hold my 
horse, and stir not from hence ; ' and so he came to the bar- 
riers. There were there, at that time. Sic John da Roye and 
Sir Lancelot de Lorris, with ten or twelve more, who all won- 
deced what this knight designed to do. He for his pact, being 
close at the harriers, said unto them, ' Gentlemen, 1 am coma" 
hithec to visit you; and, baoause I saa yon will not oome forth 
of your barriers to me, I will oome in to yon, if I may, and 
pcova my knighthood a^inst you. Win nie if yoo can.' 
And, with that, he leaped over the bam, and began to lay 
about him like a lion, — he at them, and they at him ; so that 
he alone fonght thus against them all for neiu' the space of an 
hour, imd hurt several of tham. And. all the while, those of 
the town behald with much delight, from the walls and their 
garret windows, his great activity, streHgtb, and oouraj^e; but 
tliey offered not to do him any hurt, as they might vacy easily 
have done, if they had been minded to oast stones or darts at 
him; but the French knights charged them to ths contrary, 
saying ' how they should let them alone to deal with iiim.' 
When matters had continned thns about an hour, the Scotch 
page cama to tha barriers with his master's horse in hia hand, 
and said, in his language, 'Sir, pray oome away; it is high, 
time for you to leave off now ; for the army ia marohad off out 
of sight.' Tha knight heard his roan, and then gave two or 
three terrible strokes about him to clear the way; and so, 
armed as ho was, he leaped back again over the barrtara, and 
mountad his horse, having not received any hurt, and, turning 
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to the Ftenohmen, siud, ' Adieu, sirs ! 1 thank jou fur my 
diversion.' And, with that^ he rode after his man upon tha 
Epur towards the orroj'." — JiMfaio Barnes, p. 801. 

Note 124, p. 143. — The iron weight swung high, 
" Lo massne est un baton gros eomme la bras, ayiiiit a I'uii 
da sea bouts une forte courtoie pour tenir I'arme et t'empSoher 
de glisser, et ii I'autrs troie chotnoas de fer, anxijnels pend un 
bonlet pesant huit livres. II n'y a pas d'homme anjourd'hni 
capable de manier niie telle arme." — Le Gr(md. 

The arms of the Medici family "are romantdcallj referred 
lo Averardo de Medici, a commander under Cliai'lemagne, mho, 
for his valor in destroying the giganlJo plunderer Mugello, by 
whom the surrounduig country was laid waste, was honored 
wifli the privilege of bearing for his arms ais palle, or balls, na 
character h Uhhugmthro 

his iieroe a tago is h mp whj h mai d h 

Shield." — JJac 

Sondery u ra h mac ai h tru ta 

war, in a pa.Bage who: nndng m wttiaiy 

bathos of Sir R hard B ackm 

"taoonfiiMiii Irappe oa parts 



Note 126, p. 144. — There wa» a portal in the Eagjitk fort, 

Wki(^ opened on Ihe v>alL 
" VitruTiuB observes, in treating upon fortifled walls, that, 
near the towers, tha walls should be cut withinside tbe breadth 
of ths tower ; and that the ways broke ui this manner should 
only be joined aud continued by beams laid upon tlie two 
extremities, without being made fast with iron ; that, in case 
the enemy should make himself master of any part of the 
wall, tha besieged might i-emove this wooden bridge, and there- 
by prevent his passage to the other parts of the wall and into 
the towers." — iMiin. 
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The precantion raoommended by VittnTms had not been 
obaerved in the construction of the English walls. On each 
side of every tower, a small door opened npon the wall; iind 
tbe garrison of one tower RrG represented in the poem as ^ying 
by this way from one, tc shelter themselves in tJie other. With 
Hie enterprising spirit and the defensive arms of chivairy, the 
eubsequeut events will not be found to e:£oeed probability. 

Mote 126, p. 145. — Not overbrtnoed by julling j/arapel. 
The machicolation; a projection over the gateway of a 
town or castle, contrived for letting fall great weights, scalding 
water, &c., on the heads of any assailnuts who might have got 
close to the gate. " Machecollare, or macheconlare," says 
Coke, " is to make a warlike devioe over a gate, or other pas- 
sage like to a grate, through which scalding \vat«r or pondevOHS 
or offensive things may be onat upon the assajlants." 



I have met with one i 
one, of throwing the epe 
It is in Stowe's chronicle. " 1442. The 30th of January, a 
challenge was done in Smithfield. within lists, before the kingi 
the one. Sic Philip de Beawse of Arragon, a knight; and the 
other, an esqniro of the king's house, called John Aosley, or 
Astley. These, comming to the lielde, looke their tents ; and 
Qiere was the knight's sonne made knight by the king, and so 
brought again to his father's tent. Then the heralds of armes 
called them by name tji doe their battel; and so they came 
both, alt anned, with their weapons : the knight cajne with his 
sword drawn, and the esquire with Ms speare. The esquire 
cast his speare against the knight; but the knight, avoiding it 
with his sword, cast it to the ground. Then the esquire took 
his axe, and went against the knight suddenly, on whom he 
stroke many strokes, hard and sore, upon his basenet and on 
his hand, and made him loose and let fall his axe to the ground, 
and brast up his limbes three times, and caught his dagger, and 
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wonld haTB smitten hivn in tka feee for to have sliJne him in 
thefleldi and then the Iting cried, 'Hoo!' And so they wera 
departed, and went to their tents ; and the ting dubbsd John 
AsHey kaight for his valiant tomoj ; and the Knight of Arta- 
gon (rtfered his armea at Windsor." 

Note 128, p. It^. — FuSoit /he condet nfa meaner man. 
The corselet was chiefly worn h j pikemon. 

Note 139, p. 160 A harloi ! an advUerest ! 

TbJa woman, who is always respectably named in Pranoh 
history, had her punishment both in herseif and in har child. 

" Thia f^r Agnes had been five years in the aervJoa of the 
queen, during which she liad enjoyed all the pleasures of life, 
in wearing rich clothes, ftirred robes, golden chains, and prs- 
cious stones j and it was commonly reported that the king ofWn 
visitad har, and maintained her in a state of eoncubinaga ; for 
the people aie mora iiiohned to speak ill than well of their 
superiors. 

" The atfectioii the Hng showed her was as much for her 
gayety of temper, pleasing raamiers, and agreeabie oonveraa- 
tlon, as foY her bsauty. She was so beautit\il, ^at she was 
called the Fairest of the Fair, and the Lady of Baauty, aa well 
on account of her personal charms, as beeansa the king had 
given her for life the Castle of Beautd near Paris. She was 
very charitable, and most libera) in her alms, which she distri- 
bute(t among such churches aa ware out of repair, and to 
be^ars. It is true that Agnes had a daughter, who lived but 
a short time, which she said was the king's, and gave it to him 
aa the proper father; but the king always esonsed himself as 
not having any claim to it. She may indeed have called in 
help; for the matter was variously talked of. 

" At length she was seized with a bowel-compl^t, and was 
a long thne ill; during which, she was very contrite, and 
sincerely repented of her sins. She often remembered Mary 
Magdalene, who had been a great sinner, and devoutly Invoked 
God and the Virgin Mary to her aid like a trae Catholio. After 
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verses of St. Bernard to repeat thera. Slia tiu 
gifts (which were pnt down in writing, that her e 
might fulfil them, with the other artiolea of har will), which. 
Including a]ms and the peiyment of her sei-vante, might amount 
to nenily sixty thousand ccowjib. 

" Her axBoutors wera Jaoq^nes Cffiur, councillor and master 
of the wardrobe to the king; Master Eoberl Poiotevin, physi- 
cian; and Master Stephen ClievaJier, tiwiEnrer to the king, 
who was to take the lead in the ftiliilment of her will, should 
it be his gracious pleasure. 

"The fair Agues, pereeirlng that she was daily growing 
weaker, said to the Lord de la TrimouillB, the lady of the 
Senasohal of Poitou, and one of the king's equerries called 
Gouffier, in the presence of all her damsels, that our fragile 
lifb was but a stinking ordure. 

" She then rennirad that har confessor would give her atiao- 
lution from all her sins and -wickedness, eonformabla to an 
absolution which was, nz she said, at Loehes ; which the con- 
fessor, on Iter assurance, compliad with. After this, she uttered 
a. lond shriek, and called on the mercy of God and the snpport 
of the biassed Virgin M(uy, and gave up the ghost on Monday 
the ninth day of February, in the year 14i9, abont six o'clock 
in the afternoon. Her body was opened, and her heart interred 
in Clie church of the said abbey, to which she had been a most 
liberal benefactress ; and her body was conveyed with many 
honors to Lochea, where it was interred in the collegiate Church 
of our Lady, to which also she had made many h^uidsome do- 
nations and several fbundations. Msy God have mercy on her 
soul, and admit it into paradise I ^' ' — MtrrtBlreiei, vol. i?:. p. 97. 

" On the thirteenth day of June, the Seneschal of Normandy, 
Count of Maulavrier, and son to the late 8h Pierre de Breza, 
killed at the battle of Montlehery, went to tha viUaga of 
Romiers, near Donrdan. which belonged to hloi, for the sake 
of huuting. He took with him his lady, the Princess Charlotte 
of France, natural daughter of the late King Charles VH. 
by Agues Soral. After the oh^o, when they were returned 
to Eomiers to sup and lodge, the seneschal retired to a singla- 
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beddei room foi- tiia night: his lady retired also to aiiotiier 
chamber; whaii.moyed by her disorderiy passioiiB (as the hus- 
band eaid), she colled to hec n gentleman &om Foitou, named 
Pierre de la Vegne, who was head huntsman to the seneschalf 
and miide hiin lie wiUi her. This vms told to l^e eetieschfil by 
tlie master of hie household, cajled Pierre I'ApothicaJrs ; whari 
he Instuntly arose, and, taking his ewocd, broke open the door 
of the chambsr where his lady and the huntsman were in bed. 
The huntsman started np in his shirt; and the seneschal gave 
him first a sevei-e blow with his swocd on tha bend, and then 
tbrnst it flirougii his body, and killed him on the spot. This 
done, he went Into an iidjoiiiing room where his children lay, 
and, finding his wife hid under tlie coverlid of their bed, 
draj^d her thence by the aroi along the ground, and struck 
her between the shoulders with his sword. On lier raising 
herself OQ her knees, he raahis sword threngh her breast; and 
she fbll down dead. He sent her body for Interment to the 
Abbey of Conlens, where her obsequies were pei-formedj ajid 
he caused Che huntsman to be buiied in the garden of the house 
wherein he had been killed." — Mmad-eJei, vol. ii. p. 233. 

Note ISO, p. 151. Aitd would that JhadUved 

I« Otoie old times. 
UjikI'' Steit* iH^Xof iyC) irinnTOtai iierdvai 
' Aviodaiir, oM' v) nooaSs flamii 5 ff£i™ yevicSat. 
Tfxiv yHQ ^ yeiwc iinl mS^orov ouJc tot' ytiap 
naiaofTai Kou&rov *ai oiCvo(, obis n visrap, 
^Seipo/icvoi, Heaiod. 

NOTBlSl.p. 163. — raefflJuasiAaimAteieari^iJffliifiaipifirceA 
The heart of Bruce was, by his own dying will, intrusted 
to Douglas to bear it to JerusEilem. This Is one of the finest 
stories in the whole age of chivalrous history. Douglas on- 
shroned the heart b a golden case, and wore it round his neck. 
He landed in Spain on his way, and stopped to assist the 
Castillans againac the Moors, probably during Va.e siege of 
Algeziras. There, in the heat of action, he took the heart 



i.Gooi^le 



from hia neck, and cast it Into the thick of the enemy, ex- 
ulHJming, as Barbour has it, — 

And I Shalt follow, or «lae d[e," 
In Uiis action lie perished; mid, from tiiat time, tlie bloody 
heart has been borne by tha family. 



Qdb li. pnieible odH qui sn 



The niglit after a battle is oertiunly mors agreBabla than th 
night before one. A soldier may use his shield for a pillow 
but he must be very ingenious to sleep upon a trophy. 



Note 1S3, pp, 159-60. 
Gimng imUi sudi a. look as tlMugk Bke feared 
The Iking she migU. 

Note 1S4, p. 162. One hoss hob 

Placed flV?" hA^ chseh's black paleness. 
"Noire pa5lonr."^ie jyijjne; Si. Louis, liv. 16. 



Note 135, p. 164. — The barbicm. 

" Next the bayle was the diteh, fosse, gruff, or moat, gena- 

rally where it could be a wet one and pretty deap. Tha 

pasaaga over it was by a drawbridge, covered by an advance- 
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work culled n barbican. Tha barbican 

fortroBsas, had frequently ii diteli aiifl drawbridge of its own." 
— Grose. 

Note 136, p. 164. — The etnbatUed wnlf 
" The outermost walls enclosing towns or f jrti esaes were 
commonly pei^endioulai-, or had a very small external tains. 
They were flanked by aeniioircular, polygonal, or square 
towers, commoiJy about forty or fifty yardi distant from each 
olhec. Within were steps to mount the terre-plein of the 
walls or rampart, which were always defended by an embat- 
tled or crenellated parapet." — Grose. 

The fortifications of the middle o^s difi'ered in Oils respect 
froTTi those of the ancients. When the besiegers hiid gained 
the smnmit of the wall, the descent on the other side was 
safe and easy. But " the ancisuts did uot generally support 
their walls on the inside with earth in the maimer of the tolas, 
or slope, which made the attacks more dangerous; fbr, thongh 
the enemy had giuned some footing upon them, he could not 
assui-e himself of taking the city. It was necessary to get 
down, and to make use of some of the ladders by which be 
had mounted; and that descent enposed the soldier to viiry 
great danger." — EoiHn. 



NOTI! 137, p. 164 BeldBd the gaardiim pamis /eaced. 

" The pavais, or paraohe, was a large shield, or ratter a 
portable mantelet, capable of covering a man from head to foot, 
and probably of auffioient thicltness to resist the missive wea- 
pons then in use. These ware, in sieges, carried by servants, 
whose business it was to cover then: masters with tham, whilst 
they, with their bows and arrows, shot at the enemy on the 
ramparts. As this must have been a service of danger, it whs 
that, perhaps, which made the office of scutifer honorable. 
Tlie pavais was rectangular at the bottom, but rounded off 
supported by props." — Grose. 
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Note 138, p. 1B4. — With all their mangoHeb. 
Mangonel is a term comprehending all the smaller engines. 



Note 139, p. 16i. — Tarlmses. 
" The tortoise was a machine composed of very strong and 
Bolid. timbiir-woi-lc The height of it to its highest baam, which 
sostained the roof, was twelve feet: the base was sqnure, and 
eiujh of its itonts twenty-five feet. It was covered with a, 
kind of quiltsd mattress miide of r&v hides, and prepared vltlL 
different drugs to prevent its being set on fire by combustibles. 
This heavy machine was suppoiled upou four wheels, or 
perhaps upon eight. It whs called tortoise from its serving 
as a very strong covering and defence against the enormous 
weights thrown down on it; tliose mider it being snfe in the 
same manner as a tortoise under Ms sheU. It was used both 
to Dll up the fosse, and for sapping. It may not be Improper 
to add, that it is believed so enormous a weight conld not be 
. moved from place to place on wheels, and that it was pushed 
forward on rollers. Under these wheels or ToUers, the way 
was laid witli strong planks to facilitate its moijon, and prevent 
Its sinking into the ground, from whence it would have been 
vary difficnlt to have removed it. The ancients have observad 
that the roof imd a thicker covering of hides, hurdles, seaweed 
&c., than the sides, as it was exposed to much greater shocks 
from tha weight! thrown upon it by the besieged. It had a 

necessaiy, and covered the soldiers at worit in filling up the 
fosse with fascines." — SolUn, 

This is the tortoise of the ancients ; but that of the middle 
g^es differed from it in nothing material. 



Note 140, p. 164. — A dreadfvl train. 

" The besiegers, having carried tlie bayle, brought np their 

machines, and established tliemselves in the counterscarp ; 

began, under cover of their calE, sows, or tortoises, to drain 

the ditch if a wet one, and also to fill it up with hurdles and . 
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fnscines, and level it tor the passage of their movable towar 
Whilst this was doing, the archers, attended by young me 
carrying shields {pavaises), attempted with their arrows t 
drive the besieged from the towers and ramparts, being there 
selves covered by these portable mantelets. The gamson o 
their part essayed, by the discharge of roaohinea, cross an 
long bows, to keep the enemy at a distance." — Grose. 



Note 141, p. 165. He bore on arioHst Mmedf, — 

A yre(^}on for ils stufQ destractiveaeaa 
Abondaiiied once. 

"The croEs-bow was ibr some time laid aajde in obedience to 
a decree of the second Laterau council, held in 11^9 : ' Artem 
111am moryferam et Deo odibilem ballistoriorum adversus 
Christiaiios et Catholicoa exorcere de ccetero sub anathemate 
prohibemus.' This weapon was again introduced into onr 
armies by Bichafd L, who being slain with a quarrel shot 
from one of them, at the siege of the Castle of Chalnz iii 
Normandy, it was considered as a judgment from Heaven 
inflicted upon him for hia impiety. Gnillaume le Breton, 
iBlating the death of this king, pula the following into the 
mouth of Atropos : — 



" From the trebuohet they discharged many stones at once 
by a sling- It acted by means of a great weight fastened to the 
short arm of a lever, which, being let fall, r^ed the and of 
the long arm with a great velocity. A man is represented 
kneeling to load one of these in an ivory carving, supposed to 
be of the age of Edward IV — arose. 
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Note li3, p. ISB. — HdaOie iffooee lliefeatke,red quarrel plao: 
QuaiTflls, or cairaaus, were so culled from their heai 
wMoli were square pyramids of iron. 



HoTa 144f p. 167. Somej the watery fencQ^ » • - ^ 

Drain pain/tU. 

The tortoises, &c., and movable towers, having reached the 
walls, the besiegers under tliem either began to mine, or batter 
them with the ram. They a)ao estnbliahed butteries of balietas 
and mangonels on the countecsoarp. These were opposed by 
those of the enemy. 

Note 14S, p. 167. 
Or charging loilh huge slvaes the niurdertms sling. 
The matafaiida. 

Note lie, p. 188. Or in the espria^al 

/le Ote iraas-winged arrows. 

The aspringal threw large darts called wacheilie, sometJmas 
winged with brass instead of faathara. Proooplus says that, 
beoausa feathers could not be put to the largo darts discharged 
from the baJista, the anoienta used pieces of wood sis inches 
thick, which had the same effect. 

Note 147, p. 16S. — Apotiderom slme/rnm soiae JMgemartineL 
" Le lendemain vhidrent denx maistres engingnaurs an Dnc 
de Nocmondie, qni dirent qua, si on lenr vooloit livrer boys et 
ouvrlers, !l2 ferolent qnatre esohanffiinix et haulx que on mene- 
roit aux mnrs dn chastel, et seroient si haniz q'li snrmonte- 
roiant les mnrs. Le duo commands q'lz le feissent, et fist 
prendre tons les oharpentiers dn pays, et payer laj^ement. Si 
forent faitz cas qnatre eschanf&inli en qnatres grosses nefz, 
niMS on y mist longuemant et consterent grans daniars. Si y 
fist on les gens entrer q'li oeuls dn ohastel devoiei 
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Qnont ilz eurent paase la moitis de la riviere, ceulx du cliaatel 
desolinquerent quatre inartinaW q'lz avoieut faitz nourellement 
ponr remedier oontre lesdita esohanf&ulx. Cea quatre marti- 
netz gettoient ai groaaes plei-ras et si sonvent sue ses sscliaTif- 
faulx q'lz furent bien tost froiaaez tant que les geQSdaxinea et 
cenlx que lea condniaoient ne ae peurent dedans garantlr. 81 
se retjrerent arriere le plua toat quill penrent. Et mn^oia q'la 
fuasent oultre la riviete lung des eschauffaulx ftit enfondre an 
ftins de leane." — Froiisart, 1. ff. 93. 

Note 148, p, IBB. — A momag tower the men ef (h'hims vAeel 
The following extract from the Hiatory of Edward III. br 
Joshua Barnes oont(iins_a full aooount of these moving towers ; 
"Now tha Earl of Darby had layn before Hanle more than 
^ine weeks, in which time he had made two vaet belfroja or 
bastilles of masey Umber, with Uiree stages or floors ; each of 
the belfroya mnning on four huge wheels, bound about with 
thick hoops of iron; and the sidea and other parts Ihat any 
ways respected the town were covered with raw hides, thick 
laid, to defend the enginea from tire and ahot. In every one 
of ttese stages were placed an hundred archers, and between 
the two bastilles there were two hundred men with pickaxes 
and mattocks. From these six atages, six hundred archers shot 
so flercely all together, that no man cOTiId appear at Hs defence 
without a sufficient punishment ; bo that, the belfroys beinR 
brought upon wheela by the strength of men over a part of the 
ditch, which was purposely made plain and level by the faggots 
and earth and atones cast upon them, the two hundred pioneers 
plyed their work so well under the protection of these engines 
that they made a considerable breach through the walls of the 



Aivliera, Ikrtraijh Ihe qxiiing, sSoi ibeir shaJU. 

" The archers and cross-bowmen from the upper stories 

in the movable towers essayed to drive away the garrison from 

the parapets, and on a proper opportonity to let fall a bridge. 
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" Against the movable lower there wers many modes of 
defence. The chief was to break up the ground over wMeii it 
was to pass, or, by undermining it, to overttrow it Attempt* 
ware likewise mtida to set it on fire ; to prevent which, it waa 
coveted with raw bides, or coated over with alum." — Grose. 



KoTE IBI, p. 170. — Oa Ike romparis, loaei-ed /roia above 
The bridge reclines. 

These bridges aca described by Rollin in the acooont of the 
moving towers which he gives from Vegetius ; " The moving 
towers are made of an assemblage of beams and strong planks, 
not nulike a house. To secure them against the fires thrown 
by the besieged, they are eovared with raw hides, or with 
pieces of cloth made of hair. Their hei^t is in proportion to 
their base. They are soroetames thirty feet square, and some- 
times forty or fifty. They are higher than the waUa, or even 
towers, of the city. They ace supported upon several wheels, 
according to mechanic principles, by the means of which the 
maohhie is easily made to move, how great soever it may be. 
The town is in great danger, if this tower can approach the 
walls ; for it iias stairs from one story to another, and includes 
diftferent methods of attack. At bottom it has a ram to batter 
the wall, and on the middle story a drawbridge, made of two 
beams with r^ls of basket-work, which lets down easily u^ 
the wail of 1 city, when within the reach of it. The btBlogers 
pass upon this bridge, to make themselves masters of the wall. 
Upon the higlier stories are soldiers armed with partisans and 
missive weapons, who keep a perpetual discharge npon the 
worlfs. When a^irs are in this posture, a place seldom bald 
out long. For what can they hope who have nothing to con- 
fide in but tiie height of tbeic ramparts, whan they see others 
snddeidy appear which command them ? " 
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Hires or four sbigea 



Note 152, p. 172. And brais-sHnged ilarti . . . 

Whirl as they jjierce the vidtm. 
These darts were called " idretons," from their whirling 



Note 153, p. 173. — O'rmm. 

though dignified by our best poets, while Brutus on a certain 
festiYal day, BQlemuly kspt on that shore where he first landed, 
waa with the peeple in great jollity and mirth, a crew of these 
savages, breaking in among them, began on the sndden another 
sort of game than at snch a meeting was expected. But, at 
length by many hands overoome, Goemagog the hugesli in 
height twelve cnbits, is reserved alive, that with him Corinens, 
who desired nothing more, might try his strsnglii whom in 
a wrasUe the giant oatohing aloft, with a terrible hng broke 
three of bis ribs. Nevertheless, Corinens enraged, heaving him 
up by main force, and on his sboolders bearing him to the next 
high rook, Ihrea Mm headbmg all eluiilered into tfte tea, and left 
his name on the oliif, called ever since Langoemagog, which is 
to say, the giant's leap." — MUlon's ffisiorji of England. 

The expression ^ruie vasiness is taken from the same work 
of ifilton, where he relates the death of Morindus. " Well 
fitted to such a besotml cmeltj vi his e d fbr heumgofa 
huge monster that fro n the L sh Sea tested the coist and n 
the pr de of h 8 strength fool hly attempting ti ?et manlv 

1 J that 1 ble month hewa ctlei lall 
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haTiiig well encoumged his men to defend themselves and to 
fight fbr their lives. 

" The skhmish beg^ at nine of the clock in the morning, 
and the ladders are planted. A storm of Englisli arrows Mia 
npon our man with such violence ss they recoiled. ' How 
Eowi" saith the Virgin, 'have we began bo well to end so ill? 
Let ns charge 1 thay ara our own, seeing God is on our side ! ' 
So, every one, recovering Ms forces, flocks about the Vhgln. 
The English double the storm upon fhe tliickest of the troops. 
The Virgin, fighting in the fbremost ranks and encouraging her 
men to do well, was shot through the arm with an arrow. She, 
nothing amazed, takes the arrow in one hand, and bar sword 
inihaother. ' This is a tavor,' says she ! 'Ictusgoon! They 
cannot escape the hand of God.' " 

Note 165, p. 175. — Gladdas. 
I can make nothing English of this name. Monstrelet calls 
him Clacedas and Clasendas. Daniel says the principal lead- 
ers of the English were Suffolk, Talbot, Scales, Fastolfi'e, " et 
□n nomm^ Glacidas ou Clacidas, dont le m^rlte suppliant i. 



Note 166, p. 176. 
entering the outer i 



Note 167, p. 178. 
The eaginee ihomered Ihdr shedi of Squid fire. 
When the Black Prince attacked the Castle of Romorantin, 
"there was slain hard by him an English esquire, named Jacob 
Bernard ; whereat the prince was so displeased, that he took 
his most solemn oath, and sware by his father's soul, not to 
leave the siege till he had the castle, and all within, at his 
merey. Then the assault was renewed much hotter than ever. 
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Oil at lastthe prince saw thece was no likeliliood of prevailing 
tlinl way. WliereforB, presoatly he giive order to raise certain 
engines, wherewilh they cast Gombustibie matter, enflamed 
after the mannar of wildfire, into the base court, so fast, and 
in such qniiutilies, that at last thB whole court seemed to be 
one hnge fire. Whereupon the excessive beat prevailed so, 
that it took hold of the roof of a great tower, which was 
covered with reed, and so began to spread over all the castle. 
Now, therefore, when these valiant captains within saw that 
of necesaity they must either submit entirely to the prhice^s 
courtesy, or perish by the most mercilesa of eiomenta, they all 
together came dowu, and yielded themselves ^solutely to his 
grace." — Joshua Bamet. 

Note 168, p. 181. — The orifiamme of death. 

TJie orifiamme was a stjmdard ereoted to decoie that no 
quarter would be given. It is said to have been of red silk, 
adorned and beaten witli very broad and fair lilies of gold, and 
bordered about with gold and vermilion. 

Philip is Siud by some Mstorians to have erected the ovi- 
, flarame at Cressy, where Edward in return rwsed up his burning 
dragon, — the English signal ibr uo quarter. The oriflamme 
was orl^olly used only in wars agajnat the infidels ; for It was 
a eaored banner, and believed to have been sent from Heaven. 



" At this woman's voice, amidst the sound of war, the combat 
grows very hot. Our men, greatly encouraged by the Virgin, 
run headlong to the bastion, and force a pomt thereof; then 
fire and stones rain so violently, as the English, being amaaed, 
forsake their defences: some are slain upon the place; some 
throw themselves down headlong, and fly to the tower upon 
the bridge. In the end, 1^ bravs Glacidas abandons this 
quoiter, and retires into the base court npou the bridge, and 
after liim a great number of his soldiers. The bridge, gi'eatly 
shaken with artjllery, tried by fire, and overcharged with the 
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weight of tMs multitade, sinlts into the water wiih a fearful 
OFy, cEui-yiiig all this multitnda with it" — De Serr^. 

This oiroumstance has bean magnified into a miraclB. " The 
French, for the most part, draw the Institution of the Order of 
St. Michael prmoipally from a purpose that Charles had to 
mnke it after the apparition of the archangel upon Orleans 
Bridge, as the tutelary angel of France assisting against the 
EngUah in 1428." — Seldea's JStfes of Honor. 

The expressions are somewhat curious in the patent of this 
Ordfe de Mosiiear SI. Michael Archaage. Lonis XI. instituted 
it "aiagloire etlonange de Dieu nostre cr^ataur font puissant, 
etrSveranoB da lagloriause Vierge Marie, i. I'hotineur et r^v^ 
rence de St. Michael, premier chevalier, qui, par la qnerelle de 
Dieu, battaila contra I'ancien enemy de I'hmhain liguage, et 
la fit tiesbnchEC de oiel." 



Note 160, p. 183. The ascending/ Jlanes 

" Les diotes baslales et fortresses furent prestement arses et 
domolloa JQsques en terre, affin que nolles gens de guerre de 
queloonque pays quila soient na si peusBBiit plus loger." — 
Mimsirdel, ii. f. 43. 

Note 161, p. 184. — Silence Had/ zoos dreadful. 

Et les ^rfl s^ivs les peuvent a^tei'. 

Ans chefe, comme aox soldat^, font perdre l^ssarance-" 

Note 163, p. 184. The proud preiate^ Stat blood-^idl^ jtum, 

Who, IremiStig for (fts chiteKs Ul-gol toenllh, 

Bade oar Fifth Senry claim Ae cToam of France. 

" But the first terribla blow iu England, given generally to 

all orders, was in the Lay Parliament, as it is called, which did 

wholly WioclifiBc, Isept in the twelfth year of King Henry the 

Fonrtb, wherein the nobles and commons assembled signified 
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to the king thut the temporal posseasions of abbola, priors, &o., 
lewdly Bpeut within the realm, wonld snffioe to find and sna- 
tiun 150 earla, 1,600 knights, 6,200 esquires, 100 hospitals, more 
thaji tliere ivere. But this motion was niaul'd with the king's 
own hand, who dosh'd it, personally iuterposing himself, con- 
trary to that charactar wMoL the jealous clergy had conceived 
of him, — tliat, coming to the crown, ha would be a great 
enemy to the church But though Henry Flantagenet, Duke 
of Laueaater, was no friend to the cler^e, perchance to ingra- 
tiate himself with the people; yet the same Henry, King of 
England, Ms interest being altered, to strenglheQ him with the 
considerable power of the clergy, proved a pfitron, yea a 
champion to defend them. However, we may say that now 
the sse is laid to the root of the tree of abbeys ; and tills 
stroke for the present, though it was so far from hurting the 
body, that it scarce pierced the bark thereof, yet bare attempts 
in such matters are important, as putting into people's heads a 
feasibility of the project formeriy conceived alti^ether impos- 

" Few years after, namely, in the second year of King 
Henry the Fifth, another shrewd thrust was made at English 
abbeys ; bat it was finely and cleverly put aside by that skili\il 
state-fenoer Henry Chichesly, Arolibishop of Canterbury ; for 
the former bill against abbeys, in full parhament was revived, 
when the archbishop minded King Henry of his undoubted 
title to the fah and flourishing kingdom of France. Hereat, 
that king, who was a spark m himself, was enflamed to that 
design by this prelate's persuasion; and bis native courage 
ran fiercely on Uie project, especially when clapt on with con- 
science and encouragement from achurchman in the lawfulness 
thereof. An undertaking of those vast dimensions, that the 
greatest covetonsness might spread, and highest ambition reach 
itself within the bounds thereof. If, to promote this project, 
tlie abbeys advanced not only large and liberal, but vast and 
incredible, sums of money, it is no wonder if they ware con- 
tented to have theh nails pared close lo the ijnick thereby to 
save their fingers. Over goes King Henry into France, with 
many martial spirits attending him; so that putting the king 
upon the seeking of a new crown kept the abbots' old mitres 
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upon their hetLds j and monaatedes tottermg at this time were 
(thank a politick archbishop) refised on the firm fonndationa, 
though this proved mlhei- a reprieve than a pardon unto 
them." — F^er'i Clairch Sisiory, b. yi. p- 302, 



" While Henry V. lay at the siege of Dreux, an honest her- 
mit, unknown to him, came and told him the great evils he 
brought upon Christendom by bis unjust ambition, who usurped 
the kingdom of France against all manner of xiglit, and con- 
trary to the will of God; wherefore, in his holy name, he 
threatened him with a sevBre and endden punishment if he 
desisted not &om his enterprise. Henry took this exhortatioa 
either as an idle whhnsey, or a suggestion of the dauphin's, 
and was but the more con&^med in his design. But the blow 
soon followed the threai«ning; for, within some few months 
after, he was smitten in tlje fuiidamsnt with a strange and 
incurable disease." — Mezeray. 

Note 164, p. 186. Tkei/ Ihmigkt 

The spirits of Ike mothers and Stdr babes 
Fami^ed at Boim sai on the cloiida of mgU. 
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Nube CAVi, tandem ad m^'itffi apectacula pugjrK 

Note 186, pp. 186-8. Ifor ought avails 

Man vna3sisted ' ffainst mfemat jKfJverE 

lb Aa-6 tte cimjtkt. 

"To some," Ba.ya Speed, "it may appear mora honorablo 

to our nation, that they were not to he expelled by a human 

power, hut hy a divine, extraordinarily revealing itself." 

Note 166, p. 186. — By Ikdr manberi «ow mode Md m /tar. 



Note 167, p. 188 — Joy ran Ikroagh all (Ao (roops. 

In Bymer'B"F(Bdera" are tn-o proclamations : one, "Contra 

oapitoneos et soldarios tei^iversaates, incantatlonlbus PnelliB 

terrificatos ; " the other, " Da fugitivlB ab axerdtu quos teni- 

culanienta Puellce esanltoaverant, arestandis." 



NoTEl6S,p.l8r.— rftcjoc 


ialbowl 




Eonsard remarks, — 






" HlcB n'esl mdllenr pour I'hoidiii. 


esonbge, 




Aprts k miJ, que le boire et manger." 


France.. 


NoTElBS, p. 191. — Acoa, 


;»(.;. 




A lighter iiind of helmet. 






NoTElfO,p. 1S1.~ Sang from her 


ncot the shield. 


The shield was oflon worn thus. " An 


Dong the 


Frenchmen, 


are was a young lusty esquire of Gasco 
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Marohant, who came out among the foceniost into the field, 
well mounted, his shield about bis neck, and his spear in his 
hand." — Same), 

Thia is frequently alluded to in romance. " Then the Knight 
of the Burning Sword stept forward, and, liftjng up his nnn as 
if he would strike Cynoeephal on the top of his head, seized 
with his left hand on the shield, which he pulled t» bim with 
so much strength, that, plnskiog it from his neck, he brought 
him to the ground." — Amadis de Greece. 

Sometimes the shield was laced to the shoulder. 

The shield of the middle ages must not be confounded with 
tliat of the ancients. The knight might eosiij' bear his smaU 
shield around bia neck ; but the Grecian wsrrior stood proiecl- 
ing his thiyla and hi) lege, bis breasl also and Ida shoalders, mth 
tki body of hia broad sftiVit 

M.ijpoi( Tt.Ki^uof Tc KdrOfKal aripva, Kaia/iov! 
'AoTfMof sipsijjc yaarpl na'Av^insmc. 

But the most couTenient shields were used by — 



The armet, or chapelle de fer, was an iron hat, occasionidly 
put on by knights whan thay retii-ed from the heat of the 
battle to take breath, and at times when they could not with 
propriety go unarraed 



Noi'El7a, p. IBS.- 
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SoTE 173, p. 20*. — He hroke a mUen smile. 



A i-obe rich'ftirred and broidered h& bEStowed. 
When the armies of England and France lay in the plain 
between Viionfossa and Flemenguere, lS3fl, Edward sent to 
demand a daj of battle of the French king. " An her^d of 
the Duke of Gueldrea, being well skilled in the French toagua, 
was sent on Uiis errand. He rode forth till he came to the 
French host, where, being admittad before the king and liis 
ooiinoil, he spake alond these words : ' Sii, the King of England 
is here hard by in the fields, and desires to fight yau power 
a^^einst power; and, If you please to appoint him a day, he will 
not &il to mast yoti upon the word of a king.' This massage 
being thus delivered. King FhOip yielded either to give or 
take battle two days after, and, in token of his acceptance of 
the news, richly rewarded the herald with furred gowns, and 
other gifts bestowed on him, as well by himself as others, the 
princes and lords of his host; and so dismissed him again." — 



Note ITS, p. 20a. Afl at ike third hng sowid 

They ranged them in their ranis. 

" Every man was warned to rise from sleep at the first 
sound of the trumpet! ^^ the second, to arm without dalay; 
and, at the third, to take horse in his duo place nnder the 



gagements at this pariod. On the night before the battle of 
Cressy, " King Edward made a supper in his royal pavilion for 
all his chief barons, lords, and captains j at which he appem-ed 
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■wonderfa! oheerfa! and plesssnt, to the great encouragement 
of his people. But, when they were all dismissal! to their 
several quarters, the king himself retired into his private ora- 
tory, imd came bafore the altar, and Ihere prosttatad himaalf 
to Almighty God, and devoutly prayed, ' that of His infinite 
goodness He would vouchsafe to look down on the jastioe of 
his oause, and remember his unfeigned endeavors for a recon^ 
oUement, althougli Hiey had all been rendered frustrate by his 
enemies ; that, if he should be brought to a battle the next day, 
it would please Him of His great mercy t« grant him the vic- 
tory, as hia trust was only in Him, and in the right which He 
had ^ven him.' Being thus armed ivith Mth, about midnight 
he laid himself upon a pallet ov mattress to take a little reposa ; 
but ha rose again beUmes, and heard mass, with his son the 
young prince, imd received absolution, and the body and blood 
of his Bedeeraer; as did the prince also, and most of the lords 
and others who ware so disposed." — Baiiies, 

Thus also before the battle of Agincourt," after prayars and 
snpplicalions of the king, his priests and people, done with 
great devotion, the King of England in the morning very early 
get forth his hosts in array." — Sioioe. 

HoTE 177, p. 206. — The sUebi of dignit!/. 



The conduct of the English, on the morning of the battle 
of Creasy, is followed in the test. " All things being thus 
ordered) every lord and capt^n under hia own banner and 
pennon, and the ranks duly settled, the valorous young king 
mounted on a lusty white hobby, and, with a white wand in 
bis hand, rode between his two marshals from rank to rank, 
and (torn one battalia unto another, exhorting and encouraging 
every man that day to defend and maintain his right and 
honor; !uid this he did with so cheerliil a oountenanoB, and 
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■with such sweet and otligiiig words, ttiat even the most faint- 
heavteil of the army were suiHoieiitly usaured thereby. Bj- 
that time the EngJbli were thus prepsred, it was nina o'clock 
in tiiB morning, and then the king commanded tliem all to take 
their refreshment of meat and drijik i wlilch being done, with 
email disturbance they all repaired ta their colors again, and 
then laid themselvea in their order upon the dry and waim 
grass, with their bows and helmets by their side, to be more 
fresh and vigorons upon the approach of the enemy." — 

The English, before the battle of Aglnoonrt, " fell prostrate 
to the ground, and committed themselves to God. Every of 
tliem tooke m his month a little piece of earth, in remem- 
brance that they were mortall and made of earth, as aJso in 
remembrance of the holy communion.^' — Slovje^ 

Note 179, p. 209. Tke peanoni ToBmg their timg wavei 

Sefore the fffih, tmd batmefs hroad and bright. 

The pennon was long, ending in two points, the banner 
sqnaro. " Un seigneur nMtoit banneret, «t ne ponvoit porter la 
banniere qnnrrfie, que lors qu'il pouvoit entretenu- ^ses ddpens 
nn certain nombre da oheTaliars et d'ecnyers, aveo leur suite 
a la guerre ; jnsques-la son litendard ayoit deux queues on 
fenoBB, et quand il doTenoit plus puissant, son souverain cou- 
polt Ini-mfime les fanona de son Stendard, pour le rendre 
qnaJT^." — Treiaaa. 

An incident befbre the battle of Najara exemphfias this . 
'■ As the two armies approached near together, the prinos went 
over a htfla hill, in the descending whereof he saw plainly h!a 
enemies marching toward him: wherefore, whan the whole 
army was come over this mountain, he commanded that there 
Ihoj should make an halt, and so fit themselves for fight. At 
that instant, the Lord John Chandos brought his ensign tblded 
up, and offered it to Bie prince, saying, ' Sir, hare is my guidon. 
I request your highness to display it abi'ood, and to give me 
leave to raise it this day as my bannarj for, I thank God and 
your highness, I have laoda and possessions siifHcicnt to main- 
lain it withal.' Then the prince look the pennon, and, having 
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cut off the tid], made it a squsre bnnner; and, this done, botii 
he and King Don Pedro, for the greater honor, holding it ' 
between fheir hands, displayed it sibroad, — it being Or, a 
Ehttcp pile Gules. And then the prince delivered It onto the 
Lord Chandoa ajjain, saying, ' Sir John, behold, here is yoor 
banner, God fiend you much joy and honor with it 1 ' And, 
thus being made a knight banneret, the Lord Chandoa returaeit 
to the head of Iub men, und Enid, ' Here, gentlemen, behold my 
banner and yours ! Take and keep it, to your honor and 
mine I ' And so they took it with a about, and said by the 
grace of God and St. George they "would defend it to the best 
of theh^ powers. But the banner remained in the hands of a 
gallant English esquire named William Allestry, who bore it 
all that day, and acquitted himself in the service right honora- 
bly."— Sanws. 



This title frequently occurs in the French Ohroniclea. 1 
was peculiar to Frmioe ; " the vidame of vicedominus being t 
the bishop in hia temporals, as the vioecomes or vicount ai 
ciently to the eoi'le in his judJcialB." — Fder Beylytt, 



Note 181, p. 209. — And silken sarcoals to Ike mid-day sun 
GUUering. 

Joshua Bacnea seems to have been greatly impressed with 
the splendor of such a spectacle. " It was a glorious and rav- 
ishing sights no doubt," aaya he, " to behold these two armies 
standing thus regularly embattled in the field ; their banners 
and standards waving in the wind; their proud horses barded; 
and kings, lords, knights, and esquires richly armed, and all 
shining in their surooats of satin and embroidery." 

Thus aJso at Poicaers,"there you might have beheldamost 
beautiful sight, of fair liarness, of ehhiing steel, feathered crests 
of glittering helmeta, aod the rich embroidery of silken snr- 
coats of arms, together with golden standards, banners, and 
pennons, gloriously moving in the ah." 



MM=-i>,GoOglc 



NOTES TO JOAN OP ARC. S17 

And ntNiyara, "the sirn being now lieeD, it wns a rnvisliing 
eiglit to behold the armies, and the sun rejecting frara their 
bright 9t«el and shining armor. For, in those days, the cavalry 
were genenilt; armed in mail or polished at«el at nil points ; 
and, besides that, the nobility wore over their aninoi' rich sui> 
coats of silk and satin embroidery, wherBOn was curiously 
Bl^cht, or beaten, the anna of their house, whether in color or 



Note 182, p. 209. — Fur not (u brutal ilrengtk Ihey deemed it right 
'Jh tmgi their country's wboL 

" Noe anceslrea, et notamment du tsmps de la guerre des 
Angioia, en combats solemnels. et joumfea assignees, ae met- 
toient la pluspwt du tempa tons b pied ; pour ne se fior k antra 
choae qu'a leur force propre et vigueur de leur oonrage et de 
leur membras, de chose ai ohera que rhonneur et la yia." — 
Montaigne, liv. i. c. 48. 

iQthe battle of Patay, Monstrelet says, "les Francois moult 
de pres mireiit pied k terre, et descendirent la plus grand par- 
lie de leur chevauls." 

In " El Oav^lero Dotenoinado," an allegorical romance 
translated from the Freiich of OKvier de la Marche by Her- 
nando de Acnaa, Barcelona, 166E, this custom is referred to by 
Understanding, when giving the knight directions tor his com- 
bat with Atropos ! — 

Qua en. caralLo no tt fies; 



HoTB 188, p. 209. — Their jiwelins sliorl'JKd to a meldy kngOi. 
Thos at Poiotiera, " the three battails being aJI ready ranged 
in Bib field, and every lord in his dua place under his own 
banner, eonunaud was giijen that all men should pnt off their 
spurs, and cut their spears to Ave foot length, aa most commo- 
dious for such who had left their horses." — BavMt. 
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" Among the idols of Aitatafci (one of the Hervey Islands), 
sent homo among other trophies of the same kind to the Mis- 
Bionary Museum, is the god of thunder, Taau. The natives 
used to belieye, that, when Taan was flying abroad, thundet 
was produced bj the flapping of Ma wings." — Williaias'i Mis- 
eioaary Etiteiifpi»ea m tlie SimihSea Mamla, p. 109. 

" At the promontory of Malea, on the rams of tha Temple 
of Apollo, there is a chapel built to the honor of Michael the 
arobangcl. Here we oould not but langh at the foolish snper- 
Btltion of the sailors, who say, when the wind Wows from that 
place, that it is ooonsioned by the violent motion of Michael's 
wings, bflcauaa, foraooth, ha is painted with wings. And for 
that'reason, when they sail by Michael, they pray to him that 
he may hold his wings still." — Bavmgarteii. 



Note 186, p. 211 — Ormlh Ike SwiceprotoJiJeJ_/rom ftia/ronJ. 

In a combat fought in Smithfield, U61, between the Lord 
Scales and the Bustard of Burgoyne, " tha Lord Scales' horse 
had on his chafron a long, sharp pike of Steele ; and, as the two 
cliampioQS eoaped together, the same hoise thrust his pike 
into the nostriUs of the bastard's horse, so that, for very pajne, 
ha monated so liigh that he fell on the one side witli his mas- 
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5^ OaiPim and Sir Gaiafm^ 
Florisel found this part of his horse's aimor of good seryioa, 
when, in the combut of eighteen against eighteen, he enconn- 
terad the King of the Scythians, ■' geaiit demesnrS ; il ehevau- 
clioit nn grand animal de son pays, duquel nans ne s^avons le 
nom : aussi ^tolt-il tant corpulent et membru, qu'ou n'enst 
B9eu fburnir roussin qui I'eust peu porter." The first enconn- 
ter, " fijt tres belle jouste a voir, st au joindre dea corpsmoura t 
treize cheyaux, oompris I'animal du Boy de Soythie, qui fut si 
lourdement rencontr^ par le desbier de Florisel, portant biirdes 
de fer, at uiie pojnete aoerfe snr le chanfrain qu'il fourra si 
avant pjumy les flancz de oeste groase beste, qu'il attercaoe 
aveolesautr8S,etlajanibade son midstre desaouz." — jimanSs, 
1. X. S. 51, bi. 

The Abyssinians use it at this day. Bruce says it is a rery 
troublesome, useless piece of their armor. 



Note 166, p. 212. — Tu snal^h Ike shield of dealli. 
"Thus dill Juba oatob up the shield of death to defend 
himEelf from ignominy." — Cleijiatra. 



Note 1S7, p. 212. — Their tower qf slrmglh. 
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;3ion somawhat Ittdicr. 






Servite oani 
" Be glsdde Ion 



" When Henry n. had his sldeBtBon crowned as fellow with 
him in the kingdom, upon the day of ooronntion, King Henry, 
the father, serred his son at the table as sewer, bring^g up the 
bore's head, with trampefs befoi-e it, according to the manner ; 
whereupon lacooiding to the old adage, — 

the young man, conceiving a prida in his heart, beheld the 
standers-by with a more stately comitenanoe than he had been 
wont. The Archbishop of York, who sat by him, marking 
his bahaviour, turned unto him, and said, ' Be glad, my good 
son: there is not another prince in the world that hath such a 
Bcwer at bis table.' To this, the new king answered, aa it 
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werediBdainfnlly.thnB; 'Why dost thon mnrvel at tlint? My 
fether, in doing it, Hhinketh it not more than becometh him; 
he, being bome of princely blood only on tlie molher'a side, 
Barreth me, that am a king born, having hoth b. king to my 
fethec, and a queen to my motliar.' Thns the young man, of 
an evil and perverse nature, was puffed up in pride hy his 
&ther'fi unseemly doings. 

" But the king his father, hearing Ms talk, was very sorrow- 
ful in his mind, and said to the archblEhop softly in hii ear, 
' It repenteth me, Lt repenteth me, my lord, that I have thns 
advanced the boy.' For he guessed hereby what a one lie 
would prove aitecward, that shewed hioiseif so disobediant 
and forward already." — Baiimlied. 



Note ISfl, p. SIB. ffis oU Hniba 

Are noi E^e ymrs, so m^le in the fiight. 
Tffi>f Sis jra%aioT£pov^. lii' o^ff ^r( yttCvar ^Xatpp^, 

M17 «cmtlfi?toj'T£c ifieliyeTe Tob; yspajoC;. 
A-iaXp^ 7V ^ m-ro, /lerA TTpofidxoiii neaivra 

'Hdr/ XsVK^ ^ofra Kdpii, miAidii te y^eaw, 
Qv/ifrp ajrimvslovT' ii^Kifiov ct Kowg. 

Note 190, p. 2IS. — Be^'oni the laddle-ioin kh falchioa caught. 

In tba combat between Franous and Phouere, Eonsard 
says,— 

"De la m^u lenra coutelas Crouverent 
Bien ai^lees qui de I'arqon pendoyeat." 

On this passage, the commentator observes, " L'nutheur 
arms oes deux oliavaliers ii la mode da nos gendarmes Fran- 
f oia, la lancQ en la main, la cout«laoe ou la mace !i l'ar9on, et 
I'espde au ooatfi." 

Thns Desmarests says of the troops of Clovia, — 
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Lope da Vega gpe^s of the sword being carried in the 
ame manner, when he describes Don Jnan de A^tiila as — 
*^ 'DesaUmdo del grt^oa la qapjida." 



N0IB1B2, p. 216.— rAesjoordo/TWiol. 
"Talbot's sword," aajs Camden, "was found in the ri 
of DordoD, and sold by a peasant to an armorer of Bonrdea 
with this ioscripljon, — 



But pardon the Latin; for it was not iiis, but iiis camping 
" chaplain's. " A sword witii bad Latin upon it, but good stae! 
within it," sajs Fuller, 

It was not uncommon to bear a motto upon the sword. 
Lope de Vega describes that of Aguilar an bearing, inlaid in 
gold, a verse of the Psalms. "It was," he Bays, — 
" Mas femoia one tne de bombTu ccDida, 



Eastalapunt«la 



Note Ida, p. aiT. — Failelffe, o3 fierce and ha'tshty 03 he aat. 
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of him: "Hit la not niiknown that ornelle imd vengibio iie 
hath byn aver, Qiid foi- the most part with onte pite and meroj. 

bryng aboDt hia matiera in this word [world], for tlie word is 
not for him. I suppose it wolnot chaunge yett be likelanes ; 
but i beseehe you, sir, halp not to amend hym onely, but STBry 
other man, yf ye fcno any mo niysse disposed." 

The order of the garter was talien from Fastolffe for his 
condnet at Patay. Be suffered a more material loss in the 
rnone/ he expended in tha service of the state. In 11&5, 
i£4,083. 16s. Jd. were due to him for oosls and charges during 
his services in France, " whereof the sayd Fastolffe hath liad 
nonther payement nor assignation." So he complains. 

Note 194, p. 2T7. — Siitt!e-axe. 
In a battle liatween the Bnrgundions and Dauphinois, near 
AbbaviJle (1421), Monstrelet especially notices the condnet of 
John Tdlain, who had that day been made a linight. He was a 
nobleman from Flanders, very tall, and of great bodily strength, 
and was mounted on a good horse, holding a battle-axe in both 
handa. Thus he pushed into the thickest part of tha battle, 
and, thiowing the bridle on his horse's neck, gave such blows 
on aJl aides with his batfle-axe, that whoever was struck was 
instantly unhorsed, and wounded past recovery. In this way 
he met Poton de Saintrailles, who, aflar the battle was over, 
declared the wonders he did, and that he got ont of hia reach 
as fast as he could. — Vol. v. p. 2M. 



Note 195, p. 219. 
The bmkkr, noio spiinlered mlh marly a stroke. 
"L'ficu des ohevaliera ^tait ordinairemeat un boaolier de 
forme h peu pr6s triangulaire, large par le haut pour convtir 
le corps, et se terminant en pointe par le bas, afin d'Stre mouis 
lonrd. On les fiiis^t de bins qu'on recouvraJt aveo du ouir 
honilli, avec des nerfe ou autres matiferes dures, mais jamais du 
ffcr ou d'acior, Seuloment il etait peraiis, pour les empScher 
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par les epSes, 6 



NoTB 19ti, p, 220. 
Threw o'er the elaagJUered chief Idi hlaamed coat. 
This fact is mentioned in Andrews's " History of England." 
I have merely versified the original espressions. " The herald 
of Talbot sought out his body among (he slain ; ' Alas, my 
lord ! and ia it yon 7 I pmy God pardon you all your mis- 
doings 1 I have been your oflioer of arms forty years and more ; 
it ia time that I should aurrender to you the ensigns of my 
office.' Thus saying, with Hie tears gashing from his eyes, ha 
threw his ooat-of-arms over the corpse ; thus performing one 
of the aucient rights of sepidture." 



NOTB IBT, p. 222 Poured on thenumarch's head Hie myslic oil. 

" Ths Frenchmen wonderfully reverence this oyle, and, at 
the coronation of their kings, fetch it from the oharoh where 
it is kept, with great solemnity. ' For It is brought,' aaith 
Sleiden in bis Ckimmeniaries, ' by the prior, sitting on a white 
ambling palfrey, and attended by hla monkea ; the archbishop 
of the town (Rheims), and aaoli bishops as are present, going 
to the church'door to meet it, and leaving for it with the prior 
some gage; and the king, when it is by the archbishop brought 
lo the altar, bowing himself before it with great rt 
— Feter Beyiyn. 
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In tha first edilioii of Joan of Arc, this Vision formed Uie 
ninth boolc; ojlegorioal maclijivery haring ba«n introduced 
throughout the poem as originally written. All that reoiBined 
of euch maohjnery was eKpungeil in the Baoond edition; and 
the Vision was then struck out, as no longer aooofdiug with 
the general design. 



THE FIEST BOOK. 

Oklban3 was hushed in sleep. Sti-etched on hei 

coucl^ 
The delegated Maiden lay; with toil 
Exhausted, and sore anguiah, soon she closed 
Her heavy eyelids ; not reposing then, 
For busy phantasy in other scenes 
Awakened : whether that superior powers, 
By wise permission, prompt the midnight dream, 
Instructing best tlie passive faculty ; ' 
Or that the soul, escaped its fleshly clog, 
Flies free, and soars amid the invisible world, 
And all things are that seem." 

Along a moor. 
Barren and wide and drear and desolate. 
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She i-oamed, a wanderer through the cheerless night. 
Far through the silence of the unbroken plain, 
The bittern's boom w£is heard,: hoarse, heavy, deep, 
It made accordant music to the scene. 
Black clouds, driven fast before the stormy wind, 
Swept shadowing : through their broken folds the 

Straggled at times with transitory ray. 
And made tlie moving darkness visible. 
And now arrived beside a fenny lake 
She stands, amid whose stagnate waters, hoarse 
The long reeds rustled to the gale of night, 
A lime-wom bark receives the Maid, impelled 
By powers unseen ; then did the moon display 
Where through the crazy vessel's yawning side 
The muddy waters oozed, A Woman guides, 
And spreads the sail before the wind, which moaned 
Aa melancholy mournful to her ear 
As ever by a dungeoned wretch was heard 
Howling at evening round his prison towers, 
"Wan was the pilot's countenance, her eyes 
Hollow, and her sunk cheeks were furrowed deep. 
Channelled by tears ; a few gray locks hung down 
Beneajh her hood ; and through the Maiden's veins 
Chill crept the blood, whea, as the night-breeze 

passed, 
Lifting her tattered mantle, coiled around 
She saw a serpent gnawing at her heart. 

The plumeless bats, with short, shrill notfi, Hit by ; 
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Aud the night-raTen's scream came fitfiilly, 
Borae on the hollow blast. Eager the Maid 
Looked to the shore, and now upon the bank. 
Leapt, joyful to escape, yet trembling still 
In recollection. 

There, a mouldering pile 
Stretched its wide ruins, o'er the plain below 
Casting a gloomy shade, save where the moon 
Shone through its fretted windows ; the dark yew, 
Withering with ^e, branched there its naked roots ; 
And there the melancholy cypress reared 
Its head ; the earth was heaved with many a mound. 
And here and there a half-demolished tomb. 

And now, amid the ruin's darkest shade, 
The Virgin's eye beheld where pale-blue flames 
Rose wavering, now just gleaming from the e^th, 
And now in darkness drowned. An aged man 
Sate near, seaf«d on what in long-past days 
Had been some sculptured monument, now fallen 
And half obscured by moss, and gathered heaps 
Of withered yew-leaves and earth-mouldering bones. 
His eye was lai^e and raylesa, and fixed full 
Upon the Maid ; the tomb-flres on his fece 
Shed a blue light; his face was of tbe hue 
Of death ; his limbs were mantled in a shroud. 
Then, with a deep, heart-terrifying voice, 
Exclfumed the spectre : " Welcome to these realms, 
These regions of Despair, thou whose steps 
Sorrow hath gaided to my sad abodes ! 
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Welcome to my drear empire, to thia gloom 
Etociial, to tliis everlasting night, 
"Where never morning darts the enlivening ray, 
"Where never shines the sun, hut ail is dark, — 
Dark as the bosom of their gloomy king." 

So saying, he arose, and, drawing on. 
Her to the abbey's inner ruin led. 
Resisting not his guidance. Through the roof 
Once fretted and einbiazed, but broken now 
In part, elsewhere all open to the sky. 
The moonbeams entered, checkered here, and here 
With unimpeded light. The ivy twined 
Bound the dismantled columns ; imaged forms 
Of smnts and warlike chiefs, moss-cankered now 
And mutilate, lay strewn along the ground. 
With crumbled fragments, crucifixes fallen, 
And rusted trophies. Meantime, overhead 
Soared the loud blast, and from the tower the owl 
Screamed as the tempest shook her secret nest. 
He, silent, led her on, and often paused. 
And pointed, that her eye might contemplate 
At leisure the drear scene. 

He dragged her on 
Through a low iron door, down broken stairs : 
Then a cold horror through the Maiden's frame 
Crept ; for she stood amid a vault, and saw, 
By the sepulchral lamp's dim, glaring Ught, 
The fragments of the dead, 

" Look here ! " he cried, 
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" Damsel, look here ! survey this house of death ; 
Oh, soon to tenant it, soon to increase 
These trophies of mortality ! for hence 
Ib no return. Gaze he]^ ; hehold this skuD, 
These eyeless sockets, and these unfleshed jaws, 
That with their ghastly grinning seem to mock 
Thy perishable charms; for thus thy cheek 
Must moulder. Child of grief! shrinks not thy soul. 
Viewing these horrors ? tremhles not tliy heart 
At the dread thought that here its life's-biood soon 
Shall stagnate, and the finely fibred frame, 
Now warm in life and feelings, mingle soon 
With the cold clod? — thing horrible to think, 
Yet in thought only ; for reality 
Is none of sufiering here ; here all is peace ; 
No nerve will throb to anguish in the grave. 
Dreadful it is to think of losing life ; 
But, having lost, knowledge of loss is not, 
Therefore no ill. Oh ! wherefore, then, delay 
To end all ills at once?" 

So spake Despair. 
The vaulted roof echoed his hollow voice. 
And all again was silence. Quick her heart 
Panted. He placed a dagger in her hand, 
And cried again, "Oh I wherefore, then, delay? 
One blow, and rest for ever ! " On the fiend 
Dark scowled the Virgin with indignant eye, 
And threw the da^er down. He next his heart 
Replaeed the murderous steel, and drew the Maid 
Along the downward vaults 
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The damp earth gave 
A dim sound as they passed : the fainted air 
Was cold, and heavy with unwholesome dews. 
"Behold," the fiend exclaimed, "how loathsomely 
The fleshly remnant of mortality 
Moulders to clay 1 " Then, fixing his broad eye 
Full on her face, he pointed where a corpse 
Lay livid : she beheld with horrent look 
The spectacle abhoiTed by living man. 

" Look here ! " Despair pursued ; " this loathsome 
mass 
Was once as lovely and as full of life, 
As, Damsel, thou art now ; those deep-snnk eyes 
Once beamed the mild light of intelligence ; 
And where thou seest the pampered flesh-worm ta-ail, 
Once the white bosom heaved. She fondly thought 
That at the hallowed altar soon the priest 
Should bless her coming union, and the torch 
Its joyful lustre o'er the hall of joy 
Cast on her nuptial evening. Earth to earth 
That priest consigned her; for her lover went, 
By glory lured, to war, and perished there ; 
Nor she endured to live. Ha ! fades thy cheek ? 
Dost thou then. Maiden, tremble at the tale ? 
Look here ! behold the youthful paramour, 
The self-devoted hero ! " 

FeaifuUy 
The Maid looked down, and saw the well-known face 
Of Theodore. In thoughts unspeakable, 
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Convulsed with horror, o'er her face she clasped 
Her cold, damp hands. " Shrink not ! " the phantom 

cried; 
" Gaze on ! " and unrelentingly he grasped 
Her quivering arm : " this lifeless, mouldering clay. 
As well thou know'st, was warm with all the glow 
Of youth and love ; this ia the hand that cleft 
Proud Salisbury's crest, now motionless in death, 
Unable to protect the ravaged frame 
From the foul offspring of mortality 
That feed on heroes. Though long years were thine, 
Tet neveimore would life re-animate 
This slaughtered youth ; slaughtered for thee ! for 

Didst lead him to the battle from his home, 
Where else he had survived to good old age : 
In thy defence he died. Strike, then ! destroy 
Remorse with life ! " 

The Maid stood motionless, 
And, wistless what she did, with trembling hand 
Received the da^er. Starting then, she cried, 
"Avaunt, Despair I Eternal Wisdom deals 
Or peace to man, or misery, for his good 
Alike designed ; and shaU the creature cry, 
' Why hast thou done this ? ' and with impious pride 
Destroy the life God gave?" 

The fiend rejoined ; 
" And thou dost deem it impious to destroy 
The life God gave? What, Mtuden, is the lot 
Assigned to mortal man ? born but to drag, ■ 
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Through life's long pilgrimage, the wearyiag load 
Of being ; cai-e-cori-oded at the heart ; 
Assailed by all the numerous ti-aJn of ills 
That flesh inherits ; till at length woi-n out, 
This is his consummatioa ! Think, again ! 
What, Maiden, canst thou hope fram lengthened 

life 
But lengthened sorrow ? If pi-otracted long, 
Till on the bed of death thy feeble limbs 
Stretch out their lan^id lengtli, — oh, think what 

thoughts, 
"What agonizing feelings, in that hour, 
Assail the sinking heart 1 Slow beats the pulse. 
Dim grows the eye, and eiammy ctropa bedew 
The shuddering frame : then in its mightiest force, 
Miglitiest in impotence, the love of life 
Seizes tlie throbbing heart ; the faltering lips 
Pour out the impious prayer that fain would change 
The TJnchaDgeable's decree ; surrouncling friends 
Sob round lie Sttfierer, wet his cheek with tears, 
And all he loved in life imbittera deatli, 

" Such, Maiden, are the pangs that wait the hour 
Of easiest dissolution ; yet weak man 
Eesolves, in timid piety, to live ; 
And, veiling Fear in Superstition's garb, 
He calls her Resignation ! 

" Coward wretch ! 
Fond coward, thus to make his reason war 
Against his reason 1 Insoet as ho is, 
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This sport of chance, this being of a day, 
Whose whole existence the next cloud may blast, 
Believes himself the care of heavenly powers ; 
That God regards man, miserable man ; 
And, preaching thus of power and providence, 
Will crush the reptile that may cross his path ! 

" Fool that thou art I the Being that permits 
Existence, gives to man the worthless boon, — 
A goodly gift to those who, fortune-blest, 
Bask in the sunshine of prosperity ; 
And such do well to keep it. But to one 
Sick at the heart with misery, and sore 
With many a hard, unmerited affliction, 
It is a hair that chains to wretchedness 
The slave who dares not burst it. 

" Thinkest thou, 
The parent, if his chOd should, unrecalled. 
Return and fell upon his neck, and cry, 
' Oh ! the wide world is comfortless, and full 
Of fleeting joys and heart-consuming cares ; 
I can be only happy in my home 
With thee, my friend, my father ! ' — thinkest thon 
That he would thrust him as an outcast forth ? 
Oh ! he would clasp the truant to his heart. 
And love the trespass." 

Whilst he sptJie, his eye 
Dwelt on the Maiden's cheek, and read her soul 
Struggling within. In trembling doubt she stood, 
Even as a wretch, whose iamished entrtula crave- 
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Supply, before him sees the poisoned food 
In greedy horror. 

Yet, not silent long, 
"Eloquent tempter, cease!" the Maiden cried: 
" What though affliction be my portion here, 
Think'st thou I do not feel high thoughts of joy, 
Of heart-ennobling joy, when I look baek 
Upon a life of duty well performed. 
Then lift mine eyes to heaven, and there in faith 
Know my reward? I grant, were this life all; 
Was there no morning to the tomb's long night ; 
If man did mingle with the senseless clod. 
Himself as senseless, — then wert thou indeed 
A wise and friendly comforter. But, fiend ! 
There is a morning to the tomb's long night, 
A dawn of glory, a reward in heaven. 
He sliall not gain who never merited. 
If thou didst know the worth of one good deed 
In life's last hour, thou wouldat not bid me lose 
The precious privilege, while life endures. 
To do my Father's wilL A mighty task 
Is mine, — a glorious call. France looks lo me 
For her deliverance." 

" Maiden, thou hast done 
Thy mission here," the unbaflled fiend replied : 
" The foes are fled from Orleans : thou, perchance, 
Exulting in the pride of victory, 
Forgettest him who perished. Yet, albeit 
Thy hardened heart forget tie gallant youth. 
That hour allotted canst thou not escape, 



MM=-i>,Googlc 



VISION OF THE MAIU OP ORLEANS. 335 



That dreadfiil hour, when contumely and shame 

Shall sojourn in thy dungeon. Wretched Msud! 

Destined to drain the cup of bitterness 

Even to its dregs, England's inhuman chiefs 

Shall scoff thy sorrows, blacken thy pure fame, 

Wit-wanton it with lewd- barbarity, 

And force such burning blushes to the cheek 

Of virgin modesty, that thou shalt wish 

The earth might cover thee. In that last hour. 

When thy bruised breast shall heave beneath the 

chains 
That link thee to the staJce, a spectacle 
For the brute multitude, and thou shalt hear 
Mockery more panful than the circling flames 
Which then consume thee, wilt thou not in vain 
Then wish my fidendly aid ? — then wish thine ear 
Had drank my words of comfort ? — that thy hand 
Had grasped the dagger, and in death preserved 
Insulted modesty ? " 

Her glowing cheek 
Blushed crimson ; her wide eye on vacancy 
Was fixed ; her bi-eath short panted. The cold fiend, 
Grasping her hand, exclaimed, " Too timid Maid, 
So long repugnant to the healing aid 
My friendship proffei^, now shalt thou behold 
The allotted length of life." 

He stamped the earth ; 
And, dragging a huge coffin as his car 
Two ghouls came on, of form more fearful-foul 
Than ever palsied in her wildest dream 
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Hag-ridden Superstition. Then Despair 
Seized on tlie Maid, whose curdling blood stood still, 
And placed her ia the seat ; and on they passed 
Adown the deep descent. A meteor light 
Shot from the demons, aa they dragged aiong 
The unwelcome load, and marked their brethren feast 

Below, the vault dilates 
Ifa ample bulk. "Look here ! " Despair addressed 
The shuddering Virgin ; " see the dome of Death ! " 
It was a spacious cavern, hewn amid 
The entrails of the earth, as though lo form 
A grave for all mankind : no eye could reach 
Its distant bounds. There, throned in darkness, 

dwelt 
The unseen power of Death, 

Here stopped the ghouls. 
Beaching the destined spot. The fiend stepped out, 
And, from the coffin as he led the Maid, 
Exclaimed, " Where mortal never stood before, 
Thou standest: look around this boundless vault; 
Observe the dole that Nature deals to man, 
And learn to know thy friend." 

She answered not, 
Observing where the Fates their several tasks 
Plied ceaseless- " Mark how long the shortest web 
Allowed to man ! " he cried ; " observe how soon. 
Twined round yon never-resting wheel, they change 
Their snowy hue, likening through many a shade, 
Till Atropos relentless shuts the shears." 
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Too true he apake ; for of the coontless threads 
Draiyn from, the heap, as white as unsunned snow 
Or as the spotless hly of the vale, 
Was never one heyond the little span 
Of infancy untainted ; few there were 
But lightly tinged; more of deep crimson line, 
Or deeper sable dyed.^ Two genii stood, 
Still, as the web of being was dra*n forth, 
Sprinkling their powerfiil drops. From ebon urn 
The one unsparing dashed the bitter drops 
Of woe ; and, as he dashed, his dark-brown brow 
Belaxed to a hard amUe. The milder form 
Shed less profusely there his lesser store ; 
Sometimes with tears increasing the scant boon. 
Compassionating man ; and happy he 
Who on his thread those precious tears receives, 
If it be happiness to have the pulse 
That throbs with pity, and, in such a world 
Of wretchedness, the generous heart that aches 
With anguish at the sight of human woe. 

To her the fiend, well hoping now success : 
" This is thy thread : observe how short the span ; 
And little doth the evil genius spare 
His bitter tincture there." The Maiden saw 
Calmly. " Now gaze ! " the tempter-flend ex- 
claimed, 
And placed again the poniard in her hand ; 
For Superstition, with a burning torch, 
Approached the loom. " This, Damsel, is thy fate !. 
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The hour di-awa on : now strike the dagger home ! 
Strike now, and be at rest ! " 

The Mwd replied, 
" Or to preveot or change the will of Heaven, 
Impious I strive not : let that will be done '. " 



THE SECOND BOOK. 

She spako ; and lo ! celestial radiance beamed 
Amid the air, such odors wafting now 
As erst came blended with the evening gale 
From Eden's bowers of bliss. An angel form 
Stood by the Maid ; his wings, ethereal white, 
Flashed like the diamond in the noontide sun. 
Dazzling her mortal eye : all else appeared 
Her Theodore. 

Amazed she saw r the (lend 
Was fled ; and on her ear the well-known voice 
Sounded, though now more musically sweet 
Than ever yet hiid thrilled her soul attuned. 
When eloquent affection fondly told 
The day-dreams of delight. 

" Beloved M^d ! 
Lo ! I am with thee, still thy Theodore ! 
Heaila, in the holy hands of love combined, 
Death haa no power to sever. Thou art mine ! 
A little while, and thou shalt dwell with me 
In scenes where sorrow is not Cheerily 
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Ti-ead tliou the path that leads thee to the grave, 
Bough though it be, and painful ; for the grave 
Is but the thi'eshokl of eternity. 

" Favored of Heaven ! to tiiee is given to viciv 
These secret realms. The bottom of the abyss 
Thott treadest, Maiden. Here the dungeons are 
Where bad men learn repentance. Souls diseased 
Must have their remedy; and, where disease 
Is rooted deep, the remedy is long 
Perforce, and painful." 

Thus the spirit spsJce, 
And led tlie Maid along a narrow path, 
Dark gleaming to the light of far-off flames. 
More dread than darkness. Soon the distant sound 
Of clanking anvils, and the lengthened breath 
Provoking fire, ai-e heard ; and now they reach 
A wide-espanded den, where, all around, 
Tremendous furnaces, with hellish bla^e, 
Were burning. At the heaving bellows stood 
The meagre form of Care ; and, as he blew 
To augment theflre, the fire augmented scorched 
TTia wretched limbs. Sleepless for ever thus 
He toiled and toiled, of toil no end to know, 
But endless toil and never-ending woe. 

An aged man went round the infernal vault. 
Urging his workmen to their ceaseless task. 
White were his locks, as is the wintry snow 
On hoar Fliulimmon's head. A golden staff 
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His steps supported ; powerful talisman, 
Which whoso feels shall never feel ^ain 
The tear of pity or the throb of love. 
Touched but by this, the massy gates give way, 
The buttress trembles, and the guarded wall, 
Guarded in vain, submits. Him heathens erst 
Had deified, and bowed the suppliant knee 
To Plutua. Nor are now his votaries few. 
Even though our blessed Saviour hath himself 
Told us that easier through the needle's eye 
Shall the huge camel pass * than the rich man 
Enter the gates of heaven. " Ye cannot serve 
Tour God, and worship Mammon." 

"Missioned Maid!" 
So spake the spirit, " know that these, whose hands 
Round each white furnace ply the unceasing foil. 
Were Mammon's slaves on earth ; they did not spare 
To wring from poverty the hard-earned mite ; 
They robbed the orphan's pittance; they could see 
Want's asking eye unmoved ; and therefore these, 
Ranged round the furnace, still must persevere 
In Mammon's service, scorched by these fierce flres, 
Nor seldom by the overboiling ore 
Caught ; yet retaining still, to punishment 
Converted here, their old besetting sin. 
Often impatiently, to quench their thirst 
Unquenchable, large draught* of molten gold* 
They drink insatiate, still with pain renewed. 
Pain to destroy." 

So saying, her he led 
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Forth from the dreadful oavern to a cell 
Brilliant with gem-born light. The rugged walls 
Part gleamed with gold, and part with silver ore 
In milder radiance shone. The carbuncle 
There its strong lustre, like the flamy sun, 
Shot forth irradiate ; from the earth beneath, 
And from the roof, there streamed a diamond light; 
Rubies and amethysts their glows commixed 
With the gay topaz ; and the soft«r ray 
Shot from the sapphire, and the emerald's hue, 
And bright pyropus. 

There, on golden seats, 
A numerous, sullen, melancholy train 
Sat silent. " Maiden I these," said Theodore, 
" Are they who let the love of wealth absorb 
All other passions ; in their souls that yiee 
Struck deeply rooted, like the poison-tree 
That with its shade spreads barrenness around. 
These, Maid ! were men hj no atrocious crime 
Blackened, no fraud, nor ruffian violence, — 
Men of fair dealing, and respectable 
On earth ; but such as only for themselves 
Heaped up their treasui-es, deeming all their wealth 
Their own, and given to them, by partial Heaven, 
To bless them only. Therefore here thoy sit. 
Possessed of gold enough, and by no pain 
Tormented, save the knowledge of the bliss 
They lost, and vain repentance. Here they dwell, 
Loathing these useless ti'easures, till the hour 
Of general restitution." 
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Thence they passed, 
And now arrived at such a gorgeous dome 
As even the pomp of Eastern opulence 
Could never equal : wandered through ifa halls 
A numerous tKun ; some with the red-swoln eye 
Of riot, and intemperance-bloated cheek ; 
Some pale and nerveless, and with feeble step, 
And eyes lack-lustre. 

" Maiden ! " said her guide, 
" These are the wretched slaves of Appetil«, 
Cursed with their wish enjoyed. The epicure 
Here pampers his foul frame, till the palled sense 
Loathes at the banquet ; the voluptuous here 
Plunge in the tempting torrent of deUght, 
And sink in misery. AH they wished on earth 
Possessing here, whom have they to accuse 
But their own foUy for the lot they chose ? 
Yet, for that these injured themselves alone, 
They to the house of Penitence may hie. 
And, by a long and painful regimen. 
To weary Nature her exhausted powers 
Restore, till they shall learn to form the wish 
Of wisdom, and Almighty Goodness grants 
That prize to him who seeks it." 

Whilst he spake, 
The hoard is spread. With bloated paunch, and eyes 
Fat-swoln, and legs whose monstrous size disgraced 
The human form divine, their caterer, 
Hight Gluttony, set forth the smoking feast. 
And by his side came on a brother foi-m, 
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With fiery cheek of purple hue, and red 

And scurfy-white, mixed motley ; hb gross bulk, 

Like tiome huge hogshead shapened, as applied. 

Him had antiquity with mystic rites 

Adored ; to him. the sous of Greece, and thine. 

Imperial Home, on many an altar poured 

The victim blood, with godlike titles gi-aced, 

Bacchus, or Dionusus ; son of Jove, 

Deemed falsely, for from Folly's idiot form 

He sprung, what time Madness, with furious hand, 

Seized on the laughing female. At one birth 

She brought the brethren, menial here below. 

Though sovereigns upon earth, where oft they hold 

High revels. 'Mid the monaateiys gloom, 

Thy palace, Gluttony ; tmd oft to thee 

The sacrifice is spread, when the grave voice 

Episcopal proclaims approaching day 

Of visitation ; or churchwardens meet 

To save the wretched many from the gripe 

Of poverty ; or 'mid thy ample halls 

Of London, mighty mayor ! rich aldermen, 

Of coming feast hold converse, 

Othenvhere, — 
For, though allied in nature as in blood. 
They hoid divided sway, — his brother lifts 
His spongy sceptre. In the noble domes 
Of princes and state- wearied ministers, 
Maddening he reigns ; and, when the affrighted mind 
Casts o'er a long career of guilt and blood 
Its eye reluctant, then his aid is sought 
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Ti) lull the worm of conscience to repose. 
He, tw>, the halla of country squires frequents ; 
But chiefly loves the learned gloom that shades 
Thy off pr ng Bhedj c na J,nd thy wall 
Granta N gl tlj 1 Ht on, there to 1 m 
Pi-ofusp arc po red, tllfonthel jb^ 
Triangle c rcle parallelog ams 
Moods ten e d alecis and dem go \ 
And lo^ ait! Pology a e s ept 
By the ed deluge 

Unmolesled the e 
He revels , till the geneial feast comes round, 
The sacrifice septennial, when the sons 
Of England meet, with watchful care to choose 
Their delegates, — wise, independent men, 
Unbribing and unbribed, and chosen to guard 
Their rights and charters from the encroaching grasp 
Of greedy power: then all the joyful land 
Join in his sacrifices, so inspired 
To mE&e the important choice. 

The observing Maid 
Addressed her guide : " These, Theodore, thou say'st 
Are men, who, pampering their foul appetites, 
Injured themselves alone. But where are they. 
The worst of villains, viper-like, who coil 
Around deluded woman, so to sting 
The heart that loves them? " 

" Them," the spirit replied, 
" A long and dreadful punishment awiuta ; 
For when, the prey of want and infamy. 
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Iiower and lower still lie victim sinks, 
Even to the depth of shame, not one lewd word, 
One impious imprecation, fl\)m her lips 
Escapes, nay, not a thought of evil lurks 
In the polluted mind, that does not plead 
Before the throne of Jusiaee, thunder-tongued 
Against tJie foul seducer." 

How they reached 
The house oi Penitence. Credulity 
Stood at the gate, stretching her eager head 
As though to listen; on her vacant face, 
A look that promised premature assent ; 
Though her Regret behind, a meagre fiend. 
Disciplined sorely. 

Here they entered in, 
And now arrived where, as in study tranced, 
They saw the mistress of the dome. Her face 
Spake that composed severity that knows 
No angry impulse, no weak tenderness, — 
Resolved and calm. Before her lay the Book 
Which hath the words of life ; and, as she read. 
Sometimes a tear would trickle down her cheek. 
Though heavenly joy beamed in her eye the while. 

Leaving her undisturbed, to the first ward 
Of this great lazar-house the angeJ led 
The favored Maid of Orleans. Kneehng down 
On the hard stone which their bare knees had worn, 
la sackcloth robed, a numerous trtwn appeared : 
Hard-featured some, and some demui'ely grave j 
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Tet such, expression stealing from the eye, 
As though, that only naked, al! the rest 
Were one close-fitting mask. A scofSng fiend — 
For fiend he was, though wisely serving here — 
Mocked at Ha patients, and did often strew 
Ashes upon them, and then bid them say 
Their prayers aloud, and then he louder laughed : 
For these were hypocrites, on earth revered 
As holy ones, who did in public l«ll 
Their beads, and make long prayers, and cross them- 
selves, 
And call themselves most miserable sinners. 
That so they might be deemed most pious smnts ; 
And .go al! filth, and never let a smile 
Bend their stern muscles; gloomy, sullen men. 
Barren of all affection ; and all this 
To please their God, forsooth ! And therefore Scorn 
Grrinned at his patients, making them repeat 
Their solemn farce, with keenest raillery 
Tormenting ; but if, earnest in their prayer, 
They poured the silent sorrows of the soul 
To Heaven, then did they not regard his mocks, 
Which then came painless ; and Humility 
Then rescued them, and led to Penitence, 
That she might lead to Heaven. 

From thence they came 
Where, in the nest ward, a most wretched band 
Groaned underneath the bitter t3T«iiny 
Of a fierce demon. His coarse hair was red ; 
Pale-gray his eyes, and bloodshot ; and his fece 
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Wrinkled by such a smile as Malice wears 
In ecstasy. Well pleased he went around, 
Plunging his digger in the hearts of some, 
Or probing with a poisoned lauce their breasts, 
Or placing eoala of fire within their wounds ; 
Or, seizing some within his mighty grasp. 
He fixed them on a stake, and then drew back, 
And laughed to see them writhe. 

" These," s^d the spirit, 
" Are taught by Cruelty to loathe the lives 
They led themselves. Here are those wicked men 
Who loved to exercise their tyrant power 
On speechless brutes ; bad husbands undei^o 
A long purgation here ; the tralfickera 
In human flesh here, too, are disciplined. 
Till by their suffering they have equalled all 
The miseries they inflicted, all the mass 
Of wretchedness caused by the wars they waged, 
The vill^;es they burnt, the widows lefb 
In want, the slave or led to suicide. 
Or murdered by the foul, infected fwr 
Of his close dungeon, or, more sad than all, 
His virtue lost, his very soul enslaved. 
And driven by woe to wickedness. 

" These nest. 
Whom thou beholdest in this dreary room. 
With sullen eyes of hatred and of fear 
Each on the other scowUug, — these have been 
False friends. Tormented by their own dark 
thoughts. 
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Here tliey dwell; in the hollow of their heai'ts 
There is a worm that feeds ; and though thou seest 
That skilful leech who willingly would heal 
The ill they suffer, judging of all else 
By their own evil conscience, they suspect 
The aid he vainly proffers, lengthening thus 
By vice its punishment." 

" But who are these," 
The Maid exclaimed, " that, rohed in flowing lawn, 
And mitred, or in scarlet, and in caps 
Like cardinals, I see in every ward. 
Performing meaisil service at the heck 
Of all who bid them ? " 

Theodore replied, 
" These men are they who in the name of Christ 
Have heaped up wealth, and, arrogating power. 
Have made kings kiss their feet, yet called themselyes 
The servants of the servants of the Lord. 
They dwelt in palaces, in purple clothed, 
And in fine linen ; therefore are they here ; 
And, though they would not minister on esffth. 
Here, penanced, they perforce must minister. 
Did not the Holy One of Naaareth 
Tell them his kingdom is not of the world ? " 

So saying, on they passed, and now arrived 
"Where such a hideous ghastly group abode, 
That the Maid gazed with half-averting eye. 
And shuddered : each one was a loathly corpse ; 
The worm was feeding on liis puti'id prey; 
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Yet had they life and feeling exquisite, 
Tliougli motionless and mute. 

" Most wret«iied mea 
Are these," the angel cried. " Poets thou seest. 
Whose loose, lascivious lays perpetuated 
Their own corruption ; soul-poUuted slaves, 
Who sate them down, deliberately lewd. 
So to awake and pamper lusts in minds 
Unborn ; and therefore, foul of body now 
As then they were of "oul, they here ihide 
Long as the evil works they left on earth 
Shall live to taint mankmd A dieadful doom j 
Yet amply merited by aU who thus 
Have to the Devi! « service dedicated 
The gift of song, the gift davme ol Heaven ! " 

And now they reached a huge and massy pile ; 
Massy it seemed, and yet with every blast 
As to its ruin shook. There, porter fit, 
Eemorse for ever his sad vigils kept. 
Pale, hollow-eyed, emaciate, sleepless wretch, 
Inly lie groaned, or, starting, wildly shrieked, 
Aye as the fabric, tottering from its base, 
Threatened its fall ; and so, expectant sfjll. 
Lived in the dread of danger still delayed. 
They entered there a large and lofty dome, 
O'er whose black marble sides a dim, drear light 
Sti'uggled with darkness from the unfrequent lamp. 
Enthroned around, the murderers of msmkind, 
Monarchs, the great, the glorious, the august, 
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Each bearing on his brow a croivn of fire, 

Sat stem and silent. Nimrod, he was there, 

First king, the mighty hunter ; and that chief 

Who did belie his motlier's fame, that so 

He might be called young Ammon. In this court 

Cresar was crowned, the great liberticide ; 

And he who to the death of Cicero 

Cortaented, though the courtly minioa's lyre 

Hath hymned his praise, though Maro sung to him. 

And, when, death levelled to original clay 

The royal body, impious Flattery 

FeU at his feet, and worshipped the new god. 

Titus was here,' the conqueror of the Jews, 

He the delight of humau kind misnamed ; 

C^aars and soldans, empevors and kings. 

All who for glory fought, here they were all, 

Here in the Hall of Glory, reaping now 

The meed they merited. 

As, gazing round. 
The Vii^in marked the miserable ti'^n, 
A deep and hollow voice from one went forth: 
" Thou who art come to view our punishment. 
Maiden of Orleans ! hither turn thine eye ; 
For I am he whose bloody victories 
Thy power hath rendered vain. Lo ! I am here, 
The hero-conqueror of Agincourt, 
Henry of England! Wretched that I am! 
I might have reigned in happiness and peace, 
My coffers full, my subjects undisturbed. 
And Plenty and Prosperity had loved 



i,y Google 



VISION OF THE MAID OP OKLEANS. 351 

To dwell amongst them ; but in evil hour, 

Seeing the realm of Frsmce by faction torn, 

I ttiouglit in pride of heart that it would fall 

An easy prey. I persecuted those 

Who taught new doctrines, though they taught the 

truth; 
And when I heard of thousands hy the sword 
Cut oiF, or blasted by the pestilence, 
I ctJmly counted up my proper gains, 
And sent new herds to slaughter. Temperate 
Myself, no blood that mutinied, no vice 
Tainting my private life, I sent abroad 
Murder and Rape; and therefore am I doomed, 
Like these imperial sufferers, crowned with Are, 
Here to remain, till man's awakened eye 
Shall see the genuine blackness of our deeds ; 
And, warned by them, till the whole human race, 
Equalling in bliss the aggregate we caused 
Of wretchedness, shall form one brotherhood, 
One universal family of love." 



THE THIRD BOOK. 

TiiE Maiden, musing on the warrior's words, 
Turned from the Hall of Glory. Now they reached 
A cavern, at whose mouth a genius stood, 
In front a beardless youth, whose smiling eye 
Beamed promise ; but, behind, withered and old, 
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And all unlovely. Underneath his feet 

Eecoi'ds obliterate lay, and laurels sear. 

He held an hour-glass; and, as the sands fall, 

So pass the lives of men. By him ttey passed 

Along the darksome cave, and reached a sti-eam, 

Still rolling onward its perpetual course 

Noiseless and undisturbed. Here they ascend 

A hark unplloted, that down the stream, 

Bome by the current, rushed, which circling stillj 

Eefuming to itself, an island formed : 

Nor had the Maiden's footsteps ever reached 

The insulated coast, eternally 

Wrapped round in endless whirl ; but Theodore 

Drove with a spirit's will the obedient bark. 

They land: a mighty fabric meets tlieir eyes, 
Seen by its gem-boi-n light. Of adamant 
The pile waa framed, for ever to abide 
Firm in eternal strength. Before the gate 
Stood eager Expectation, as to catch 
The half-heard murmurs issuing from within. 
Her mouth half-opened, and her head stretched forth. 
On the other side there stood an aged crone, 
Listenijig fo.eveiy breath of air : she knew 
Vague suppositions and uncertain dreams 
Of what was soon to come ; for she would mark 
The little glow-worm's self-emitted light, 
And argue thence of kingdoms overthrown, 
And desolated nationis ; ever filled 
"With undetermined terror, as she heard 
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Or distant screech-owl, or the ri^uiar beat 
Of eveaing deatii-watcli, 

" Maid ! " the spirit cried, 
" Here, rohed in shadows, dweDs Futurity. 
There is no eye hath seen her secret form ; 
For, round the mother of Time, eternal mists 
Hover. If thou wouldat read the hook of fate, 
Go in." 

The Damsel for a moment paused, 
Tlien to the angei spake : " All-gracious Heaven, 
Benignant in withholding, hath denied 
To man that knowledge. 1, in feith assured, 
Knowing my heavenly Father for the best 
Ordaineth all things, in that faith remain 
Contented." 

" Well and wisely hast thou stud," 
So Theodore replied ; " and now, O Maid ! 
Is there amid this boundless universe 
One whom thy soul would visit ? Is there place 
To memory dear, or visioned out by hope, 
Where thou wouldst now be present? Form the 

And I am with thee there." 

Hia closing speech 
Yet sounded on her ear, and lo ! they stood, 
Swift as the sudden thought that guided them, 
Within the little cottage that she loved, 
" He sleeps ! the good man sleeps ! " enrapt she cried, 
As, bending o'er her micle'a lowly bed. 
Her eye retraced his features. " See the beads 
VOL. I. 2 A 
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Which never morn nor night he fails to tell, 
Remembering me, his child, in every prayer ! 
Oh ! peaceful be thy sleep, thou dear old man ! 
Good angels g«ai;d thy rest ! and, when tliine hoar 
Is come, as gentle mayst thou wake to life 
As when through yonder lattice the next sun 
Shall bid thee to thy morning orisons ! " 

" Thy voice is heard," tlie angel-guide rejoined ; 
" He sees thee in his dreams, he hears thee breathe 
Blessings ; and happy is the good man's rest. 
Thy fame has reached him, for who hath not heard 
Thy wondrous exploits ? and his aged heart 
Hath felt the deepest joy that ever yet 
Made his glad blood flow fast. Sleep on, old 

Claude ! 
Peaceful, pure spirit 1 be thy sojourn here. 
And short and soon thy passage to that world 
Where friends shall part no more ! 

" Does thy soul own 
No other wish ? or sleeps poor Madelon 
Foi^tten in her grave ? Seest thou yon star," 
The spirit pursued, regardless that her eye 
Reproached him, — " seest thou that evening star, 
Whose lovely light so often we beheld 
From yonder woodbine porcli ? How have we gazed 
Into the dark, deep sky, till the baffled soul, 
Lost in the infinite, returned, tmd felt 
The burden of her bodily load, and yearned 
For freedom ! Maid, in yonder evening star 
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Lives thy departed friend. I read that glance, 
And we are there ! " 

He said, and they had passed 
The immeasurable space. 

Then on her ear 
The lonely song of adoration rose, 
Sweet as the cloistered Tire's yesper-hymn, 
Whose spirit, happily dead to earthly hopes, 
Already lives in heaven. Abrupt the song 
Ceased, tremjilous and quick a cry 
Of joyful wonder roused the astonished Maid, 
And instant Madelon was in her arms. 
No airy form, no unsnbstaniia] shape, 
She felt her friend : she pressed her to her heart ; 
Their tears of rapture mingled. 

She drew badt, 
And eagerly she gazed on Madelon. 
Then feU upon her ne«k and wept again. 
No move she saw the long-drawn lines of grief, 
The emaciate form, the hue of sickliness, 
The languid eye : youth's loveliest feshness now 
Mantled her cheek, whose every lineament 
Bespake the soul at rest,-— a holy calm, 
A deep and full tranquillity of bliss. 

" Thou, then, art come, my first and dearest 
friend ! " 
The well-known voice of Madelon began, — 
" Thou, then, art come ! And was thy pilgrimage 
So short on earth ? and was it painful too, 
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Painful and short as mine ? But blessed they 
Who from the crimes and miseries of the world 
Early escape 1 " 

" Nay " Theodore replied, 
" She hath not yet fulfilled her mortal work. 
Permitted visitant from earth, she comes 
To see the seat of rest ; and ofl«ntimes 
In sorrow shall her soul rememher this, 
And, patient of its transitory woe, 
Partake again the anticipated joy." 

" Soon he that work performed ! " tie Maid ex- 
claimed, 
" Madelon ! O Theodore ! My soul. 
Spurning the eold eommunion of the world, 
Will dwell with you. But I shall patiently, 
Yea, even with joy, endure the allotted ills 
Of which the memory in this hetter state 
Shall heighten bliss. That hour of agony, 
When, Madelon, I felt thy dying grasp. 
And from thy forehead wiped the dews of death,— 
The very anguish of that hour becomes 
A joy for memory now," 

" earliest friend ! 
I too remember," Madelon replied, 
" That hour, thy looks of watchful agony, 
The suppressed grief that struggled in thine eye 
Endearing love's last kindness. Thou didst know 
With what a deep and earnest hope intense 
I felt the hour draw on ; but who can speak 
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The unutterable transport, when mine eyes, 
As from a long and dreary dream, unclosed 
Amid this peaceful vale, — unclosed upon 
My Arnaud ? He had built me up a bower, 
A bower of rest. See, Maiden, where he comes, 
His manly lineaments, his beaming eye, 
The same ; but now a holier innocence 
Sits on his cheek, aad loftier thoughts illume 
The enlightened glance," 

They met: what joy was theira, 
He beat can feel who for a dear friend dead 
Hath wet the midnight pillow with his tears. 

Fair was the scene around ; an ample vale, 
Whose mountain-circle at the distant verge 
I/ay softened on the sight ; the near ascent 
Eose bolder up, in part abrupt and bare, 
Part with the ancient m^esty of woods 
Adorned, or lifting high its rocks sublime. 
A river's hquid radiance rolled beneath : 
Beside the bower of Madelon it wound 
A broken stream, whose shallows, though the waves 
Rolled on their way with rapid melody, 
A child might tread. Behind, an orange grove 
Its gay green foliage starred with golden fruit 
But with what odors did their blossoms load 
The passing gale of eve ! Less thrilling sweets 
Itoae from the marble's perforated floor, 
Where, kneeling at her prayers, the Moorish queen 
Inhaled the cool delight,' and, whilst she asked 
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Th.e prophet for his promised paradise, 
Shaped from the present hhss its utmost joys. 
A goodly scene, fair as that f^ry-Iand 
Where Arthur lives, by ministering spirits borne 
Prom Camelot'a bloody banks ; or as the groves 
Of earliest Eden, where, so legends say, 
Enoch abides ; and he who, rapt away 
By fiery steeds tincl charioted in fire, 
Passed in his mortal form the eternal ways ; 
And John, beloved of Christ, enjoying there 
The beatific vision, sometimes seen, 
The distant dawning of eternal day, 
Till all things be fulfiUed. 

" Survey this scene," 
So Theodore addressed the Maid of Are ; 
" There is no evil here, no wretchedness : 
It is the heaven of those who nursed on earth 
Their nature's gentlest feelings. Yet not here 
Centring their joys, but with a patient hope 
Waiting the allotted hour, when, capable 
Of loftier callings, to a better state 
They pass ; and hither irom that better state 
Frequent they come, preserving so those ties 
Which through the infinite progressiveness 
Complete our perfect bliss. 

" Even such, so blest. 
Save that the memory of no sorrows past 
Heightened the present joy, our world was once, 
In the first era of its innocence, 
Ere man had learnt to bow the knee t/t> man. 
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Was there a youth whom warm affection filled, 
He spake his honest heart : the earHest fruits 
Hia toil produced, the sweetest flowers that decked 
The sunny bant, he gathered for the maid. 
Nor she disdained the gift ; for Vice not yet 
Had burst the dungeons of her hell, and reared 
Those artifi.cial boundaries that divide 
Man from his species. State of blessedness ! 
TiU that ill-om.ened hour when Cain's true son 
Delved in the bowels of the earth for gold, 
Accursed bane of virtue, — of such force 
As poets feign dwelt in the Gorgon's locks, 
Which whoso saw, felt instant the life-blood 
Cold curdle in his veins, the creeping flesh 
Grew stiff with horror, and the heart forgot 
To beat. Accursed hour ! for man no more 
To Justice ptud his homage, but forsook 
Her altars, and bowed down before the shrine 
Of Wealth and Power, the idols he had made. 
Then Hell enlarged herself, her gates flew wide. 
Her legion fiends rushed forth. Oppression came, 
Whose frown is desolation, and whose breath 
Blasts like the pestilence ; and Poverty, 
A meagre monster, who with withering touch 
Makes barren all the better part of man. 
Mother of miseries. Then the goodly earth. 
Which God had framed for happiness, became 
One theatre of woe ; and all that God 
Had ^ven to bless free men, these tyrant fiends 
His bitterest curses made. Yet for the beat 
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Have all things been appointed by the All-wise; 
For by experience taught shall man at length 
Dash down his Moloch-idols, Samson-like, 
And burst his fetters. Then in the abyss 
Oppression shall be chained ; and Poverty 
Die, and, with her, her biXKid of miseries; 
And Virtue and Equality preserve 
The reign of Love ; and earth shall once ag^n 
Be paradise, where Wisdom shall secure 
The state of bliss which Ignorance betrayed." 

" Oh age of happiness ! " the Maid exclaimed : 
" Eoll fast thy current, Time, till that blest age 
Arrive ! Aad happy thou, my Theodore, 
Permitted thus to see the sacred depths 
Of wisdom ! " 

" Such," the blessed spirit replied, 
" Beloved ! such our lot ; allowed to range 
The vast infinity, progressive still 
In knowledge and increasing blessedness, 
This our united portion. Thou hast yet 
A little while to sojourn amongst men : 
I will be with thee ; there shall not a breeze 
Wanton around thy temples, on whose wing 
I will not hover near ; and at that hour 
When, from its fleshly sepulchre let loose, 
Thy phrenix-soul shall soar, O best-beloved 1 
I will be with thee in thine agonies, 
And welcome thee to life and happiness. 
Eternal, infinite beatitude ! " 
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He Spake, and led her near a atraw-roofed cot, 
Love's palace. By the Virtues circled there, 
The Immortal listened to such melodies 
As aje, when one good deed is registered 
Above, re-echo in tiie hidls of heaven. 
Labor was ther^ his crisp locks floating loose ; 
Clear was his cheek, and beaming his fail eye, 
And strong his arm robust. The wood-nymph 

Health 
Still followed on his path ; and, where he trod, 
Fresh flowers and fruits arose. And there was Hope, 
The general friend ; aod Pity, whose mOd eye 
"Wept o'er tie widowed dove ; and, loveliest form, 
Majestic Chastity, whose sober smile 
Delights and awes the soul: a laurel wreath 
Restrained her tresses, and upon her breast 
The snowdrop hung its head,* that seemed to grow 
Spontaneous, cold and fair. Beside the maid 
Love went submiss, with eye more dangerous 
Than fancied basilisk to wound whoe'er 
Too bold approached ; yet anxious would he read 
Her every rising wish, then only pleased 
When pleasing. Hymning him, the song was raised. 

" Glory to thee, whose vivifying power 
Pervades all Nature's universal frtune ! 
Glory to thee. Creator Love ! to thee, 
Parent of all the smiling Charities, 
That strew the thorny path of life with flowers ! 
Glory to thee, Preserver ! To ihy praise 
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362 SOUTHEY's P0EM9. 

The awakened woodlands echo all tte day 
Their living melody ; and, warbling forth 
To thee her twihght song, the nightingale 
Holds the lone traveller from his way, or ehflrms 
The listening poet's ear. Where Love shall deign 
To fix his seat, there blamelesa Pleasure sheds 
Her roseate dews ; Content will sojourn there-; 
And Happiness behold Affection's eye 
Gleam with the mother's smile. Thrice happy he 
Who feels thy holy power ! he shall not dr^, 
Forlorn and friendless, along life's long path 
To age's drear abode ; he shall not waste 
The bitter evCDing of his days unsoothed; 
But Hop« shall cheer his hours of solitude. 
And Vice shall vainly strive to wound his breasl. 
That bears that talisman ; and when he meets 
The eloquent eye of Tenderness, and hears 
The bosom-thrilling music of her voice, 
The joy he feels shall purify his soul, 
And imp it for anticipated heaven." 
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NOTES TO THE VISION OF THE MAH) 
OF ORLEANS. 



Note 1, p. 
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NOTB 2, p. 326. — And all ihmgs AHE ihai 8EEM. 

I haue mat with a singular tale to iUusiiate this spiritual 
theory of dreams ! — 

Gnntrum, King of the Frauke, was liberal to the poor; and 
he himself esperienoed the wonderfnl effects of divine libe- 
I'ality. For one day, »s he was hunting in a forest, he was 
separated from his companions, and nrrived at a litBe stream 
of water, with only one comrade of tried and approved fidelity. 
Here he found himself oppressed by drowsiness, and, reclining 
his head upon She servant's lap, went to sleep. The servant 
witnBEsed s. wonderful thing; for he saw a little beast creep 
out of the moutU of his sleeping master, and go immediately 
to the streamlet, which it vainly attempted to cross. The ser- 
vant drew his swcrd, and laid it across tlie water, over which 
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